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LIFE OF JAMES THOMSOK. 


The life of the Poet of tlie Seasons is a simple record of tlie 
uneventful career of a student and man of letters of tlie 
eigliteentli century It contains few occurrences which claim 
the ear of the public , is embellished by few incidents to dxg- 
tmguish the poet from scores of his fellows , and there are 
oven few anecdotes extant to serve—which anecdotes some- 
times do— as windows through which we can look mto the 
character and inner nature of the man A Scottish student 
of theology, whom a taste for poetry sends to London, as 
the sphere where his capacity might wm for him sohd re- 
wards of praise and pudding, he lived there qmetly for 
about a quarter of a century, gamed considerable fame 
dunng his hie, produced some compositions which have 
taken a place among our English classics, and which the 
world will not readily let die, and himself died at the 
comparatively early ago of forty-eight, deeply lamented by 
a wide circle of pnvate friends and acquamtances. A man 
of unaffected simphcity of manners, and of good, easy dis- 
position — ^ictiring, unostentatious, and affectionate — he had 
an eye for the beauties of natural scenery, and was thus 
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able to Trate poems that are the dehght of earlj >o\;tb, 
and of T/hicli old age does not grow -vreniy 
James Tliomson was bom at Edn nn, ii small villogc on 
the banks of the Tweed, not far from the picturesque httle 
town of Eelso, on the 11th September 1700 His father 
was mmisier of the parish, and from all accounts was a man 
of excellent character, though more remarkable for his simple 
piety and general usefulness m his own sphere of labour, than 
for any particular grasp or bnUiance of mtellect He was - 
through whose mfiuence does not appear — ordained to Ednam 
m July 1G92, and m November 1700, shortly after the birtli 
of the poet, removed to Sonthdean, or Sudden, near Jed- 
burgh, a Larger parish than Ednam, where ho ministered tiU 
his death, m 1718 Thomson’s mother was eiidcntly more 
remarkable m nature and cbaractcr than his father She 
was the daughter and co-heiress of a Mr Trotter of Fogo, a 
vilkge in Berwickshire, about four miles from Dnnse Her 
Christian name was Beatrix, and Murdoch— the friend, and 
afterwards the biographer, of the poet — ^who laiew her pei- 
sonally, speaks of her m terms of hearty praise, as “a person 
of uncommon natural endowments , possessed of every social 
and domestic virtue, with an imagination for vivacity and 
warmth scarce inferior to that of her son, and which raised 
her devotional exercises to a pitch bordermg on enthusiasm ” 
Thus m the case of Thomson, as m so many others, we 
trace the character of the mother in the gifted son Both 
parents were evidently connected with people of good repute, 
and moved m the middle ranks of life , though there is no 
ground for praising the “blood” and pedigree of the poet, 
as some of his biographers mcline to do Ho n rs bom and 
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bred in a rcBpectable social position , and lus parents by 
birtli and training belonged to the middle ranks More we 
cannot say 

The Hev. Thomas Thomson and Miss Beatns Trotter were 
married at Ednam in October 1693, and were m due season 
blessed with a famdy of nme children — ^four sons and five 
daughters— of whom James was the third son and fouith 
child His early years n ere spent at the manse of South- 
dean, amid scenes of natural lovehness, which neie the fit 
nurse for a poetic chJd. The nathie of the landscape differed 
considerably from the quiet cultivated beauty around Ednam, 
being altogcthei of a moie stern and rugged charactei The 
neighbouring lulls, adorned by clusters of their native heather, 
and the retired louehness of the spot, rendered it a quite ro- 
mantic distnct AUan Cuuiungham speaks of it as “ lovely 
with its green hills, and its bloommg heather, while the 
slender stieam of the ''crystal Jed’ windmg through the 
whole, adds a look of life, hy its moving watei’s, to the up- 
land Bohtude.” There was abundance of food here to feed 
the poetic nature of the youth, and to store his mmd with 
those images of ruial grace and grandeur which in after-years 
were to be so happily portrayed, while old traditions m 
1 abundance hngered m the distnct, and many of its scenes 
! were kmt to Scottish song, which would deepen the im 
i pression made by them on the susceptible nund of young 
i Thomson. 

In duo tune (about 1712, it is supposed) the young bard 
was sent to school at Jedburgh, and there shewed no signs 
of any natural qmckness of intellect — did not at aU appear 
what m Scotland is called a lad “of paits” An anecdote. 
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illtistrative of luB character at this time, has been handccl 
down, m which we are told that as the iioor youth was ono 
day vexing his soul over Latin and Greek, he was over- 
heard by his teacher to exclaim, “ Confound the Tower of 
Babel 1 ” In reply to the inumry what ho meant, James in- 
genuously explained that “if it were not for the Tower of 
I Babel there would be no languages to learn” 

■While in Jedburgh he was fortunate enough to make the 
acquamtance of several friends who were useful to him m 
after hfe. The earhest of these, and who is said to have 
first discerned the buddmgs of his poetic genius, was the 
Rev Robert Riccaltoun, parish minister of Hobbrl^ near 
Jedburgh. Himself possessed of bterary tastes and ca- 
pacity, he became fond of Thomson, and undertook, with 
the consent of his father, to supenntend his studies at the 
Jedburgh Grammar School By tbs time the young poet 
had ivntteu many scraps of verse, wbcli attracted the notice 
of several of the gentry of the neighbourhood, and laid the 
foundation of a poetical reputation. Among bs patrons at 
tbs early penod we find Lord Cranstoun, Sir Wilham Bonnet 
of Chesters, and Sir Gilbert Ebot of htnto, at whoso resi- 
dence young Thomson spent some of bs vacations. It is 
natural to suppose that the most of these early poems, like 
compositions by boys of fourteen or fifteen generally, were 
httle worth , though one of them, written at the ago of four- 
teen, wbch has been preserved, shews no inconsiderable 
powers of thought, fancy, and expression, for one so loiingi 
However, with a cautious prudence thoroughly Scotch 
young Thomson made a solemn bonfire every New Year’s 
(Hy of all he had written during the preceding twelve months, 
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Bignnlising tlie sacrifice by some moclc-judicial verses, m wlucb 
bo nari'ated the grounds on -wbicb be condemned each com- 
position to destruction After bo bad spent three years at 
Jedbingb Grammar Scbool, James was sent to Edinburgh to 
attend college, with a view to preparation for the work of tbe 
ministry. His poetical reputation accompanied Inm to tbe 
Scottish capital, and was tbe means of gaming for him at tbe 
outset the friendship of David Mallet (or Mallocb) and of 
Patnek Slurdoeli, his biographer His compamous generally 
seem to have held him in bght estimation by many of 
them be was regarded as “a dull felloiV,” and was even 
made tbe butt of their jests Tbe poet bad been about 
three years in Eduibiu-gb, when he sustamod tbe first great 
tnal of bis bfe. His father died, and m circumstances so 
peenbar, and with such suddenness, as must have deepened 
and embittered tbe natm-al giief of tbe young student He 
bad not even tbe sad consobitiou of seemg bun before bis 
death, and all bo could do on bastenmg to Soutbdean was 
to lay the honoured bead of bis father m tbe Sdutbdean 
kirkyard, and erect a stone to marie tbe spot where lay tbe 
remains of “tbe Rev Thomas Thomson, abolyman of God ” 
His father’s death altered tbe position of tbe family j 
Though not reduced to actual want — ^for Mis Thomson bad | 
tbe moiety of tbe farm of Widebope m Eoxburgbsbire — j 
there was bttle loft to support them She brought her I 
family to Edmburgb, resolved to complete tbe education of | 
James by strict economy Shortly after, James began bis I 
divinity studies, and contmued to perform tbe exercises pre- I 
senbed by tbe course for five years, or until March 1724 j 
His fnends and companions at this period were J obn Wilson j 
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— “ Mass JoLn,’ as lie called liim afterwards— Cranston, mid 
Slurdocb, all tliree divinity students, and all of whom after 
wards became pastors, and David Mallet Tlioinson and 
Mallet neie botli fond of bterilnrc they were about tbe 
same age, and both were poor Their circumstances mid 
tastes, therefore, drew them together, and founded a friend- 
ship which lasted throngb Thomson’s bfo Mullet was then 
oven poorer than Thomson, and to clc out a scaiitj li\ ehhood 
he became janitor to tbo High School of Edmbnrgln He 
was tbo son of a Highlander of the Chn Jfacgrcgor, who 
kept a small pnblic-bouse in the Highlands. He snniaed 
Thomson some sixteen years, and though his start iii life 
was the more nnfavourable of the two, he soon outstrijipcd 
Ins fnend m the race after foitune. Moie CtUitions, prudent, 
and persevermg, he was, all through life, e\cr ready to take 
advantage of the “tide m his affairs, ’’ winch, tlirongh sheer 
mdolence and easiness of disposition, Thomson often no 
glected 

Thom'on’s experiences during his divinity studies do 
not seem to have stimuLated him to enthusiasm for Ins 
profession. An anecdote lolativo to this period is extant. 
He had prepared as an exercise a paraphrase on the llDtli 
Psalm for the class under the piofessonal c.aro of Mr Hmii 
iltou. The paraphrase was duly brought under the notice of 
the Professor , but, says Johnson, Thomson’s “ diction was 
so poetically splendid that Hamilton reproved him for 
speakiiig language nnmtclbgiblo to a popular audience, 
and he censured one of his e qiressions as indecent, if not 
profane.” There is reason for behovmg that this version of 
tbe story la not correct— there is at least no evidence of the 
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tiutli of tlic Inst remark. In nil piobnbility the Professor 
only adiniinsteicd a good-iintured advice, as Muidocb 
indeed tells us, not to allow his unaginatioii to run not, 
and to study to develop that simplicity of expicssiou and 
those fiobder theological quabties leqrared foi successful 
inuii'itraliou to a Scotch Picsbitcrjau congregation At the 
snino time, the euppositiou is veiy probable that this semi- 
rebuko had some inlluciicc in turning the attention of Thom- 
son from theoIogic.ll study to the lighter culture of the 
Pluses Eagei to follow up this inchiiatioii, it was only 
n.itural that his thoughts should rua on a London hterary 
career Then, as now, London was the great literary 
centre to v.Iuch ambitious young men of Iitemry tastes 
turned a longing eye At that time, besides, Ediubuigh 
otleicd few luduceinents to a imm of letteis to choose it fur 
bis residence TJio spnit of Calvinism possessed tho cain- 
' tal sufficiently to make the plaj -house an abomination, and 
the culture of the poetic faculty at least a suspcious pui- 
siut, so that a student having tastes sucli as Thomson’s 
could have slight hopes of being “ called” to a paiiali. De- 
Einto tho objections of friends, A>ho did not discern Thom- 
son’s genius— though their ej cs were open to petty faults 
of stylo and diction— ho left Eebnburgh, encomaged, it is 
bebeved, by bis excellent mothei and by a Loudon fueud 
of bers, Lady Qiirail Badlie, daughtei of Sii Patuck Hume, 
afterwards Eail of Maicbmout, and wife of Geoige BaiUie of 
Jei-visvi oode Scveial of tbo poet’s biographore assert that 
Thomson gained notluiig by the patronage of Ibis aristo- 
cratic lady, which, as we shall see, is a mistal.e He was 
perhaps further encouraged to seek his fortune m London 
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by the approval of a paraphrase of his on the 104th Psalm | 
by hir Auditor Benson, who was so taken by the composi- 
tion, that he said Tliomson would be sure of rccosuition 
and reward if he came to tlic metropobs Tliomson 
went to London, accordingly, in the hhrch or August ol 
1725— the exact month being matter of dispute among Ins 
biographers. He earned a very slender stock of money w itli 
him, but was well recommended in letters of introduction to 
persons of influence, both social and literary Tlic chief 
foundation of his hopes for the fntnrc rested on his poem i 
of “Winter,” the ilS of which he earned with him. Unfor 
tunately, scarcely had ho amved in the metropolis linn he 
was by an accident subjected to grave pcqilcvity Strolling 
along the thronged streets of the capital witli the eager 
ctuiosity of a stranger from the country, he omitted to keep 
vs atch over his pockets. He vs as hastening along to visit his 
fnend Mallet, at the house of the Duke of Montrose, in 
Hanover Square, where Mallet was engaged as tutor, when 
a clever pickpocket abstracted his bundle of letters, vshich 
were hound up in a handkerchief Happily for him, all his 
letters had not been placed m this bundle , for we find him 
afterwards presentmg some of them to their addresses. Tlie 
loss, however, to one who bad come to London so slendcrlj 
provided with cash, was senous 
It does not appear how much or how bttle of “Winter” 
was vmtten before the poet left Scotland , but cert.aiul> it 
was not completed, as we find from a letter wntten tins 
year to his fnend Cranston. In this letter ho traces tlie 
ongm of his poem to a short one of Eiccarton’s, which, 
though not composed in a very finished stjle, contains some 
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powerful descnptive vefses Wide worfaug at “Winter,” 
wlucli had been wntten first in mere individual scenes, that 
were combined, at the suggestion of MaUet, mto a contmuous 
whole, and while strugghng with poverty, and chagrmed by 
the loss of his letters, another gnevous misfortune over- 
took hum His mother, to whom he was deeply attached, 
died at Leith only a few weeks after partmg from her son 
Hie loss was a heavy blow to the tender and affectionate 
nature of the poet, who in some verses, written on the sad 
occasion, expressed hew pamfuUy the bereavement preyed 
upon his mind But that rebgion, whose early lessons ho 
had imbibed at the manse of Southdcan, from her whom he 
now mourned, enabled him to bear his loss with Christian 
piety and resignation 

After ho had been some weeks in London, he was ap- 
pouited tutor to a sou of Lord Bmning This appomtment 
was made at the instance of Lady Grizel Badbe, his mother’s 
old fnend, though by Allan Cunningham it is erroneously 
stated that he owed it to MaUet. Thomson’s pupU was a 
boy five years old, who resided with his father near East 
Barnet, a place about ten miles from Loudon However the 
poet might afterwards Laud the “delightful task” of “teach- 
ing the young idea how to shoot,” he certainly in this case 
found it very irksome work. Peihaps it was this, combmed 
with the solemnismg effect produced on his mmd by his 
mother’s death, which led him agam to turn his thoughts, 
ns at this tunc he did, to his old project of the numstry So 
httle did the “delightful task,” at aU events, agree with 
Thomson’s tastes, that he remamed only a few months at 
East Barnet, though he continued to hover about the neigh 
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bonrhood, and felt there some of tlfe bitterness of po^crty 
To reheve Ins perplexities, he apphed to Cranston for a loan 
of £l2 until he could realise his share of the proceeds of the 
sale of his mother’s property of "Widehope. 

“"Winter” was at length finished, and the poet lost no 
time m seekmg a pubhsher He had some difficulty in find- 
ing one, but at last mduced LliUan, a pubhsher in Channg 
Cross— to whose house the poet had removed shortly before> 
on leanrg East Barnet — to purchase the poem at the low 
rate of tin ce guineas. Even this sum, trifling as it was, must 
have appeared too much to the publisher , for the poem could 
get no readers A mere chance brought it mto pnbhc notice. 
The Eev Mr "Whatley, afterwards prebendary of York, being, 
according to Johnson’s account, one day m Millan’s shop, 
happened to take up the poem, and was so much pleased 
with what he read, that he immediately began to sound 
the praises of the author through the various coffee-houses 
of London. However it came abou*", 'Thomson was de 
dared a poet, and his fame was prodaimed over the metro- 
pohs. He gamed at the same time the friendship of Mr 
Aaron Hill, a well known dabbler m hterature in these days 
immortalised in Pope’s “Dunciad” — who proceeded to de- 
nounce in indignant terms the neglect of poor poets by the 
rich His declamation drew the attention of Sir Spencer 
Compton, then Speaker of the House of Commons, and 
afterwards Earl of "Wilnungton, to whom 'Thomson had 
dedicated the first edition of “Winter” The result was an 
mvitation from the Speaker, who had probably been igmr 
rant of the poet’s existence tiU then, to 'Thomson to visit 
him Thomson accepted the mvitation, was kindly re- 
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ceivcd, and Avas icAvaidecl by a present of tAveuty guineas — a 
God-send to him m his circumstances. It is pamful to re- 
mark the fulsome adulation lavished at this time by the poet 
on Hill The stram m Avhich the notice taken of “ Winter ” 
by the latter Aias acknoAvledged is m terms of abject “hck- 
spittleism.” After an intervieAv Avith Hill, he Avrote, saying 
that “to descend from his company and mmgle Anth the 
herd of mankind, Avas hko Kebuchadnezzar’s descendmg frorh 
his throne, to gi-aze Avith the beasts of the field ” In judgmg 
of this episode, it is only fair to recall the relations AA'hich 
then unhappily subsisted between patrons and poets The 
hterary class indulged m such grovelling flattery of their 
patrons as is disgustmg and humihating to every feehng of 
manly independence. It Avas the custom of the country and 
the age, and Thomson’s excuse is that he only acted accord- 
ing to the common practice At the same time, adulation of 
Jdr Aaron Hdl from James Thomson noAV seems pecuharly 
painful 

After “Winter” had thus been brought mto pubhc notice, 
it speedily greAv m populanly, and soon became a general 
favourite So rapid was this growth, that before the year 
Avas out two ncAV editions had been called for While the 
second edition was m progress, Thomson obtamed a situa- 
tion as tutor to a pupil in Watt’s Academy in Little Tower 
Street , but his residence there was of short duration, For- 
tunately for him, he did not stand m such extreme need of a 
situation of this kmd as he once did. The success and popu- 
lanty of “Wmter” had brought hun hterary reputation, 
and surrounded hun with a body-guard of friends. Among 
these Alas Duncan Forbes of Culloden, who, it is supposed, 
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as of some use to tlie poet in a literary way, Laving aided 
lum “in taming down Ins language a Lttle ” Aikman, the 
painter, on wLose deatL TLomson avrotc a few affectionate 
verses, and QraLam of Jlontrose, were also among Ins fnends 
The ladies, too, enrolled themselves as his patronesses, and 
amongst them we find Mrs Stanley — also mentioned in 
Thomson’s poems— iliss Drehneonrt, daughter of the Dean 
of Armagh—" a beauty and a wit, who,” says Allan Cunning- 
ham, " at once looked and talked him mto reputation”— and 
the Countess of Hertford. “The most influential fnendship 
he formed at this period,” wntes Mr Eobert Bell, “ was that 
of Dr Bundle, afterwards Bishop of Derry, by whom he was 
introduced to Sir Charles Talbot, who became Lord Clian- 
cdlor a few years afterwards ” The poet’s worldly position 
vas improved through these new acquaintauces , but ho 
still remained poor He found, as many others ha\ e done, 
that praise without solid pnddmg is far from satisfymg The 
lirofits from the sale even of three editions of so small a 
imem as “'VYrnter” were shght , and though the sale of "Wide 
hope had brought him a httle temporary help, he was still in 
straits from want of money Ho left Watt’s Academy in 
October 1726, after having been only some five months there 
The friendship with Hill seems, like that with Afnllet, to 
I have contmued throughout the poet’s hfe , and this same 
year (1726) he became acquamted with the unhappy Bichard 
Savage. Through Mallet, Thomson came also to Icnow 
Pope but this friendship does not appear to have ever been 
very cordial, at least on the side of Pope. Arbuthnot and 
Gay are also numbered among the fnends of this penod 
The following year (1727) "Summer” was given to the 
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■world, and appeared dedicated to tLe Mell-linoivn Bub Dod- 
lugton, afterwards Lord Jlelcombe. Tliomson first proposed 
to dedicate “ Summer” to lus former patron, Lord Binning^ 
but tliat mobleman mduced liim, out of regard to Tbomson’s 
personal uiteiests, to trausfer tbe bonoiu to Dodington, as 
more lilcely to be of service to tbe poet Tbe same year 
were jrubbsbed the verses on tbe memory of ,Sii Isaac Hevr 
^ ton, "wbicb were dedicated to Su Ilobeit Walpole 

Tbomson’s next literaiy venture was “ Spiing,” wlucb was 
. published in 1728, and dedicated to tlie Countess of Hert- 
ford, at whose residence it was written Tbxs lady was fond 
of tlie company of literary men, was berself a writer of verses, 
and was in tbe babit, according to Johnson, of invitmg 
some poet to the country every summer, for the purpose of 
helpmg her m her studies She coasequently took a hvely 
interest in the fortunes of the liteimy class, and Thomson ■was 
on one occasion honoured with an invitation to her country 
- seat If we may trust Johnson’s account, however, he lost 
lier friendship by lus own imprudence Dunng his wsit ho 
took more pleasure in the delights of the table, and m the 
enjoyment of conviviahties with her lord, than m the hterary 
enterprises of her ladyship; and the result was, that the poet 
uas not agam asked to share her hospitahties 
Thomson was by this time a recognised member of the 
hterary society of Loudon, and was acknowledged to he one 
of the foremost poets of the day His name alone, therefore, 
insured the attention of the hterary pnbhc to whatever he 
produced. TTir poem “ Britannia,” published m 1729, is the 
best proof of this asseition It consisted of an invective 
Pgamst the Government of tjio day, because it Ind not rc 
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sented depredations by tbe Spaniards upon Bntisb nicrcbant- 
men. Its success even for a short time can only be attri- 
buted to tbe poet’s reputation , and it is well for that repu- 
tation now that it is read by so few It must fatigue tbo 
most mdnlgent critic and the warmest admirer of Thom- 
son even to read this dreary production 
In I730j MiUan, the pubhsher, reprinted “ Britannia,” in 
order, it is supposed, to suit the quarto edition of “Tlic 
Seasons," published this j ear by subscription The project of 
a subscription copy had been ventured by Tliomson in 1728 
—the main object being to put money mto his exhausted 
exchequer lu addition to the fourth of the senes of 
“ The Seasons,” “ Autumn,” which appeared dedicated to Sfr 
Speaker Onslow, an essay on descnptivc poetry was promised 
to conclude the volume This essay never appeared, and 
some suppose that it was never even wntten The work 
was closed with the magnificent hymn which is perhaps the 
finest production of Thomson’s pen, and included the poem 
on the memory of Sur Isaac Hcwton The number of sub- 
senbers to this edition, which appeared in a handsome 
quarto 'blume, was 387, who took 454 copies in all Among 
the subscribers were some of the foremost men of lettcis of 
the period, as well as numerous persons of high social rank. 
Pope took three copies , Duncan Forbes, fiie , Dodmgton, 
twenty, Patrick Lindsay, Provost of Edmburgh, ten, and 
j Lady Walpole, two In hve years Thomson had travelled 
high up the hill of fame, and now stood at the top, number- 
ing among his friends and patrons the best wits of the day, 

the most famous poets, and the most distinguished members 
of society 
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The year before the publication of the collected “ Seasons,” 
Tliomson began to dig at a non mine of bterary labour, deem- 
ing that the Ihcntro -would bring larger rewards than poetrj' 
Ho had, indeed, received fifty guineas for “ Spnng , ” but the 
entire profits from liis poems cannot have been great, and it 
IS not surpnsiug that he bethouglit him of the drama Ac- 
cordingly, ho composed the traged} of “ Sophonisba,” -which 
was put upon the stage in Febiuary 1729-30 This tragedy 
r\as dedicated to the Queen, and Johnsou says that “ it raised 
such expectations that ever}' rehearsal was dignified -with a 
splendid audience, collected to anticipate the dehght that 
was preparing for the pubha” 'Wlicn it did appear it was 
far from sustaining the cxpoclatioiis -which had been raised, 
Johnsou tells us that “nobody was much aflected, and the 
public rose as from a moral lecture ” Notwithstanding, the 
play had considerable success , and dimng 1730 it ran tbrough 
no fewer than four editions Whatever might have been the 
measure of contemporary success, or the rewards m cash 
pocketed by the author, “ Sophonisba ” has not added to 
Thomson’s reputation Fortunately few rend it now-a-days, 
and the loss is not to be regretted The chief thmg held m 
remembrance about it now is the line — 


“0, Soplionislja 1 Soplionlsbn, O I *’ 

parodied by a London wag of the period — 

I “ O, Jemmy Thomson 1 Jemmy Tliomsou, 0 1 ” 

I “winch for a while,” says Johnson, “echoed through the 
i toATO” The first lines of the prologue to the tragedy -were 
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•written by Pope, and tlie closing bnes by Mallet— Pope Laving 
decLned to complete ■what he had commenced 
The foUo'wmg year Thomson gamed an excellent situation 
— one altogether agreeable to his personal tastes — through the 
influence of the Bev Dr Eundle, who was afterwards accused 
of heresy, and was defended from the charge by Thomson 
The situation was that of travellmg compamon to Mi Charles 
Talbot, a young man of four aud-twenty, the son of Sir^ 
Charles, afterwards Lord Chancellor Talbot In 1731 the 
two set out for the Contment, and together "visited the pnn- 
tipal towns m Prance, Switzerland, and Italy This oppor- ’ 
tumty of travehing and enjoying life m a pleasant, easy 
manner was well smted to the naturally indolent disposition 
of the poet , and the novelties ■with which he came in con- 
tact stored hiB nund "with abundant poetical pabulum 
While travoUmg, and in ■new of the degradation to which 
the inhabitants of Prance and Italy, formerly the home 
of freedom, were subjected, Tliomson conceived the first, 
idea of his poem on “Liberty ” What he saw on the Con- ‘ 
tment made him cherish more deeply the freedom and 
p vileges enjoyed m Britain The poem which thus on- 
^®signed by Thomson to be his master-piece, 
owledge was ransacked to obtain appropriate allu- 
illiKii' t 0^ learmng exhausted for smtable 

the of Liberty on 

Rculpture owXite^ha''"*' ^ Grecian 

their most devoted 

tags, and England her 
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rhuik, liowcrcr, ■nitU Johnson — ^wliose vcidicfc, though ho 
confessed he nevor read the poem, avuII bo accepted by 
most \v ])0 do — that “Liberty” is ■ttcansomo in the estrome 
'Biongk Uio poet spent two jears over its composition, and 
esteemed it V. hen completed his best work, “Liberty called 
in ^am upon her votaries to read ber praises and reward her 
encomiast; her praises were condemned to haibour spiders 
and to gather dust none of Thomson’s performances were so 
little regarded ” 

The continental tour with young Talbot lasted about a 
jear, the travellers retnnung to England at the close of 1731 
Lack once more to London, Thomson set diligently to work 
upon “Liberty,” and vhilc engaged with the first book Ins 
fonnor fellow-traveller fell ill, and died in September 1733 
His deatli was lamented by the poet in a few verses, which 
shew the warmth of his affection better than the fchcity 
of Ills muse Two months afterwards Talbot’s father was 
raised to the Lord Oliancellorship, and one of his first 
acts was to reward Thomson’s esteem and love for his late 
son by appointing him to the smecurc office of Secretary of 
Briefs in the Court of Chancery This timely act of patron- 
age placed the poet in a position of comfort, and relieved 
limi from dependence on the labours of his pen No doubt 
he was licreby partially consoled for the entire failure, in a 
pecuniary aspect, of his poem on “ Liberty ” The dedica- 
tion to the Pnnee of Wales, and the extravagant laudation 
of Aaron Hill, alike failed to secure success, and it was 
the only one ‘of his productions which can be said to have 
diopped still-born from the press Considering its nature and 
manner, tbis is far from surpnsmg It is a frigid, tiresome 
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composition, full of plahtudes strong laboriously togetlier, 
and presented in blank verse, correct enough, but certainly 
uninspired, and embellisbed by images ■which by their fre 
quency and sameness weary the reader It is no-w read by 
very few, and those -who, from regard to Thomson’s reputa- 
tion or out of cunosity, venture to glance at it are 'tempted 
to toss it aside with impatience. As it w'as considerably 
abridged by his fnend Lyttelton, the first pubhshed edition 
must have been even more stale than the one ■we now read 
Apoor pun upon its non success, made by a hlinistenal writer 
of the period, has been preserved. Thomson, he said “ had 
taken a Xiterfy, which was not agreeable to Bi liannia in any 
Season ” 

The poet could now hve m comparative ease and comfort, 
ilurdoch says that his situation was “ a place of httle attend 
ance, smting his retired, mdolent way of life, and equal to all 
, his wants.” One of the first advantages he enjoyed from it 
I -uas a country residence, for in May 1738 he removed 'to 
Eichmond, m order that he might indulge his natural love of 
a country hfc. He here occupied a cottage bordering on the 
Thames, which commanded an excellent view, and to which 
a small garden was attached, so that the poet was able to m- 
dulge his favourite taste for gnidenmg Here he revised and 
enlarged the Seasons, and earned them through three new 
editions, that appeared successively in 1738, 1744, and 1746 
Dtmng his days of prosperity it is pleasing to find him mam- 
festing the natural kmdhness of his affectionate disposition 
His relatives m Scotland were possessed of but httle of this 
world’s goods His two sisters, Jean and Elizabeth, had 
opened a small raillmery shop m Edinburgh , and tho poet 
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settled nu aimvuty of £lG on them, to bo paid half yearly , 
besides aslang Ins fiicnd Eoss to advance £12, which he 
vould repay, to help them with their shop Immediately, 
too, after his appointment to the secretnrj'ship ho invited 
his brother, an invalid, and unable to do anything for him- 
self, to come and stay with him Tlio brother accordmgly 
came to London, bnt found his health suffer by the change, 
and returned to Scotland, where he died soon afterwards. 

In these same comfortable days he remembered also the 
fair Amaucln, a young lady for nhom he had long cherished 
an ardent affection Amanda — celebrated m several of his 
songs— was a Miss Elizabeth Young, daughter of a Captam 
Gilbert Young, w'ho resided with her mother at Qoohehill, 
on the banks of the Nitb, in Dumfiiesslurc. Little, compara 
tivcly, is known about her, and we are ignorant when and 
where the poet became first enamoured of her Tho fact of 
hiB attachment, and that it was deep and tender, cannot, how^- 
cver, be ijnestioncd This passion exercised a powerful in- 
fluence over his nature, and moulded his mner, more than 
any other event of his outer, life. Tho two may have first j 
met at tho house of Miss Young’s bi other lu-law, Mr Eobert- 
son, at Eichmond, and wo have evidence that Thomson 
knew her sister, and James Eobertson, her sister’s husband, 
surgeon to the household at Kow, so early as 1726 Eoberfc- 
son then hved opposite the poet, in Lancaster Court in tho 
Strand. He went to the East Indies afterwards, and was 
away from England for some years , but commg to live at 
Eichmond on lus return, the old intimacy was renewed, and 
contmued uninterrupted tdl the poet’s death m 1748 Letters 
ovist addressed by tbe poot to Mrs Eobertson, and one 
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lo iliss Youug lierself, mitten from Hagley, tlie seat of | 
L)1;telton, wliere Thomson was m 1743 -nsiting his fnend. 

In this letter he declares his passion. Bat in his case 
the course of trae love neither mn smoothly nor ended 
happily, for Miss Yonng became the mfe of Admiral 
Campbell “ Amanda,” said Robertson, “ was a fine sensible 
woman, and poor Thomson was desperately in love with 
her” Though Thomson pleaded poverty to his fiiends as 
lus reason for not marrymg, the fact that he actually did 
propose for the hand of SIiss Tonng, as lus own letter 
proves, reveals that this was a mere pretext Bnt the dis 
appomtment of his hopes preyed heavily on him, and up to 
the last caused him many bitter hoars. Eobei’tson thought 
it afflicted him so much as to render him indifferent to 
bfc. “He seemed to me,” he says, “desuous not to live, 
mid I had reason to thmk that my sister-in-law was the oc- 
casion of this He could not bear the thought of her being 
mamed to another ” So that hke the rest of mankind, poor, 
afiectionatc, simple-hearted Thomson had Ins skeleton of the 
closet He, too, learned m^suffermg what he taught in song, 
and “by the death-blow of his hopes hei memory immortal 
grew for Amanda is now only remembered on account of 
her relation to the poet, whose passion she at first favoured, 
and, it 13 to be feared, afterwards scorned for a wealthier 
suitor She is remembered now as the idol of Thomson, and 
not as the wife of Adnural Campbell 
If the dawn of prosperity led the poet to mdulge m dreams 
of love and matrimony, the dream was of short dnration 
His prospenty depended on the life of the Chancellor, and 
tint bud p itron die 1 m Fetrnan 1737 The death of his 
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p^tron cost liuii lus place , for fioni motives of indo 

Icncc or pnde, lie omitted to npplj to tho now Cliaiicelloi, 
though the luttcr kept it open some time waiting such an ap- 
plication Lord Jlanlu Jcke was probably no grait admirer of 
poetry, and certainly was not generous enough to bestow an 
nusolicitcd favour, so lie gave the apponitmeiit to another 
TJiiis Thomson was again reduced to depend upon his pen for 
subsistence, and it is pleasing to remark that at tho moment 
when poverty was laiocknig at his dooi, and disappointment 
prcinig on Ins mind, he did not forget the patron he lind 
lost, to aihosc mcmoiy he devoted a poem of considerable 
merit In the same poem lie defended Dr Iluadle, by whom 
ho had been introduced to Talbot, from the chaige of heresy 
IIo immediately resumed Ins avork, aMth such cheerfulness of 
t-ompcr as he could command and his circumstances would 
admit His thoughts again turned to the theatre , where, in 
1738, a\ as acted Ins traged}'' of “Agamemnon,” for which tlio 
poet received a\hat Murdoch calls “a good sum” As a 
drama il was not successful, nor did it deserve success 
but tlio author av.is consoled by tho s.de, from w'hicli he 
derived considerable profits It is, however, evident that he 
was about tins time in embarrassed circumstances, and w'c 
may, as is geueially done by Iiis biogiaphers, lefcr to the 
period shoitly before tins the story of Quin’s generosity 
Thomson had been aiTcstcd for a debt of seventy pouncLs, 
and conveyed to a spunguig-house While theio ho avas, 
to his great smprisc, visited by the actor, who provided a 
supper, which ho lind ordered from a neighbouring tavern 
After the supper had been washed down by copious draughts 
of claret, tho actor said it was time tlioy should square 


LIFE OF JA3I1S THOMSON 

accounts, Witli the apprehensiveuess of a debtor, the poet 
became alarmed, though he was also surprised, not being 
aware of any cash transactions with Quin His alarm soon, 
yielded to a quite different feehng when the great actor de- 
clared himself /its debtor “When I read ‘The Seasons, 
he said, “I was so dehghted, that I put the poet down in my 
will for a hundred pounds , and you must allow me to pay 
it with my own hand,” Before Thomson had time to re 
monstrate, the kmd-hearted actor deposited the money on 
the table, and immediately withdrew This bit of gooa 
luck was soon followed by another. Through Lyttelton, 
Thomson was mtroduced to the Prince of Wales, then 
anxious for popularity, and to be regarded as the Mmcenns 
of the day , and during an interview the Prince mquired of 
the poet as to the state of his affairs The latter jocularly 
lephed that “they were m a more poetical posit r-n than for- 
merly,” on which bis Royal Highness gen-'" > y settled upon 
hun a pension of ;£100 a-year, which Thomson acknowlOdged 
soon afterwards hy dedicating to the Prince the new tragedy 
of “ Agamemnon ” We have already said that tins tragedy, 
though great pains were bestowed on its composition, did not 
take the fancy of the pnbhc. Thomson attributed its failure 
to the remoteness from the period of the characters and inci- 
dents, and resolved to choose for his next play a subject nearer 
home. He accordingly chose one from English histoiy, and 
thefoUowmg year “Edward andEleauora” appeared, founded 
on an episode m the history of Edward I of England. The 
author sought m this play to dehneate the character of one 
. of the most heroic of Engknd’s kmgs, and m the picture of 
j his Queen, Eleaiiorn, to present a picture of a devoted wife 
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aud courageous uromau But it j)i oved even a greater fniliu e 
than “Agamemnon” Its production on the stage was im- 
mediately forbidden by the Lord Chambeilain About two 
years previously, Parbameut had empowered the Lord Cham- 
berlain to prohibit whatever appealed of a dangeious 
pobtical compleMon Up tiU this time the “ Gustavus Vasa” 
of Broolce had been the only play forbidden The patronage 
bestowed on Thomson by the Prmce of Wales, then m dis- 
favour at Comt, and in opposition to the Government, seems 
the only reason for the prohibition in his case , for the plaj 
contains nothmg which the most sciupulous censor could 
interpret as disloyal Thomson pnbhshed it afterwards by 
subsciiption, appeabng from the condemnation of the Lord 
Chamberlain to the judgment of the people, and dedicated it 
to the Prmcess of Wales But the public, which had exten- 
sively patronised Brooke's prohibited “Gustavus,” were 
tired of this “Martyrdom under the Stage Act,” and the re 
sponse to his appeal was not adequate to Thomson’s hopes 
and his friends’ expectations 

The next work which occupied the poet was the com- 
position of “The hlasque of Alfred,” composed m con- 
junction with Mallet It ivas written by command of the 
Prmce of Wales m 1740, and was acted before him at Chefden 
House The same year Thomson wrote the preface for a 
new edition of Milton’s “Areopagitica.” “The Masque of 
Alfred” contams the popular song “Eulo Britannia,” which, 
with sufficient probabihty, is ascribed to Thomson rather 
than to Mallet, and is the only composition in the “Masque” 
now remembered, or deservmg of remembrance ^ By the 
s.ilc of his woiks, the poet obtained money enough to 
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enable Iiim, with his aniuial pension, to hve qmetly m his 
cottage on the banks of the Tliames, m the locahty where 
be may hare first known Amanda Here he courted the 
retirement of rural life, his chief companions being liis books, 
and for some jears he preserved sdence — a silence unbroken 
tdl 1745, when he produced on tlie stage “ Tancred and Sigis- 
munda”— the play which, by his critics, is justly considered 
his best, and which was also his most successful one. It 
was printed, and dedicated to the Prince of Wales. Garack 
and Jilrs Cibber played parts in it, and it soon became a 
pnbhc favourite, and drew crowded houses — a result doubt- 
less due m great part to the fame of the actors 
Another gleam of snnslune had shortly before this bright- 
ened Thomson’s circumstances In 1744 Lyttelton came 
into power, and one of his first acts was to appoint the poet 
Snrveyor General of the Leeward islands — ^the emoluments 
from which post were £300 a-year Like the secietaryship, 
this office was a sinecure. Thomson nas thus remstated 
in a comfortable position , and thongh m 1748 the Pnnee of 
Wales withdrew his pension, in consequence of a quarrel with 
Lyttelton, he had enough without it to support him m a 
style which, to a man of his simple tastes and inospensivo 
hahits, was almost affluence. “The Seasons,” too, had be- 
come 80 popnlar, and their sale was so extensive, that he 
drew considerable profits from this soimce He hved m these 
last years a good deal m the country— Haglev, the seat of 
Lyttelton bemg a favonnte resort 
“The Gostle of Indolence,” the last of our poet’s works 
published durmg Ins life, had long occupied his ^are houra 
From a statement m?de by himself, we learn that he had 
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brcn vrorfriu" nt it foi fiftron years. It wns composed with 
more oire linn mi} other of his woilcs, and is the most 
fmialied pToduction of Ins imisc Its origin, ri the poet’s 
fancj, dales hack to Ins youthful d.ajs , and fiom a few dis- 
coimoctcd vtau7.as, lutcudcd to ndiculc the uidolcnco of him 
self and some of Jus fiicnd-^, it gradually grew into a poem of 
considerable size, and took form as an allegory It is untton 
in the Spenserian stanza, ,ind, c^poomlly the first of it, is a 
Itnppyaniittilion of llio style and spirit of the “Faery Queen ” 
The first canto, of wlucli Br Johnson said that “it opens a 
ercuo of la’y luxury, which filh tlio iinngination,” is un- 
doubtedly the best pnit of the poem TJic uholo was pub 
Inhcd in Ifay 17 18 About tins period, too, ho composed 
Ins last play, “ Conolanus," ashich lie did not h\c to see put 
upon tho stage It uas performed in 1749, .ifler his death, 
Lyttelton wnting the jirologuo, which was spoken by’- 
Quin, who was affected almost to tears A consider.ible sum 
was realised by “Conolnmis'’ — a sum mifliciciit to pay till 
Thomson’s outstanding debts, and to leave ovei a balance, 
which was remitted to his sisters Tho poet died in tho 
August of 1748, only si\ months or so after tho shabby avith- 
drawal of lus pension by tho Prince of Wales His death 
was tho result of a cold, caught through caicless exposure 
on tho m er Subsequently aggravated by further cxposni e 
before lie liad quite recovered, it brought on a fever, winch 
proved incurable Uo generally walked between Eichmoud 
and London wdien ho visited the metropolis, pickiug up any 
acquaintance he could find on tho way, and chatting, oi even 
dining, m route One evening, m tho summer of 1748, ho 
walked as usual from town to Hammersmitb, and being 
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alone, overlieated and tiied himself by the sharp esercj-^a 
In this state he took the boat for Kew The night air on 
the nver induced a chill, which brought on a severe cold, 
and next day he was in a high fever From this attack ho 
partially recovered, but imprudently ventured out before the 
cure was complete , and, tempted by a fine summer ovemng, 
again exposed himself to the night air The consequence 
was a relapse Medical attendance was obtained from 
London, but was of no avail A mahgnant nervous fever 
sit m, and defied all the skill of the physician Thomson 
expired at four o’clock on the mormng of Saturdaj , 27th 
August 1748, just a fortnight before completing lus forty- 
eighth year His death was a severe blow to a Large cuclc 
_of fnends Collms, the poet, who resided in the neighbour- 
hood, left Richmond, to which lie never returned, so deeply 
was he affected by the loss of his friend His medical 
attendant. Dr Armstrong of London, wrote —“This blow 
makes a hideous gap , and the loss of such an agreeable 
fnend turns some of the sweetest scenes lu England into 
something waste and desolate, at least for the time It wdl 
be so for a long time with me , for I question if ever I shall 
he able to see Richmond again without sorrow and mortifica- * 
tion Murdoch, his old fnend and biographer, says — “ Wo 
have lost onr old, tned, amiable, open, and honest-hearted 
Thomson, whom we never parted from but uuwillmgly, and 
never met hut mth fresh transport, m whom wo found cvci 
the same delightful companion, the same faithful depositary ^ 
of our mmost thoughts, and the same sensible sympathis- * 
mg adviser.” Such is the testimony to Thomson’s nature 
and character by those who knew lum most intimately 
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The poet’s remains Moie buncd m Richmond Church, and 
lus funeral was attended by Robertson, Qum, Mallet^ and 
another, supposed to have been Mitchell No memorial 
except a plam stone was elected over the spot until 1792, 
nhen the Earl of Buchan pLaced a tablet there bearmgan 
inscription. Several of Thomson’s friends, mcludmg Ljdtel- 
ton and Robertsonj wrote lamenting him in terms equally 
affectionate with those of Armstrong and Murdoch, which 
n e have just quoted Never was a man mourned more sin- 
cerely, for all his friends felt they had lost one whose place 
in their affections would never be ogam filled His pub- 
lisher, MiUan, maikcd his esteem for his memory by devotmg 
the profits of a splendid edition of his works to the erection 
of a monqmcnt in Westminster Abbey, which is placed be- 
tween the monuments to Shakspeare and Rowe A simple, 
if not very elegant obelisk stands at Ednam, the poet’s birth- 
place It was erected by the inhabitants of the district, aud 
on the same spot the Earl of Buchan crowned “ The Seasons.” 
For the occasion a few memorial verses iirere written by 
Bams, expressing lus admiration of the sweet poet of the 
Seasons 

111 youth Thomson was considered handsome, though ho 
retained few traces of that quality in later years His figure 
became stout and ungainly, and entirely lost any graceful- 
ness it might formerly have had, making hun, as he pamts 
himself m his “Castle of Indolence,” “more fat than bard 
beseems ” “His worst appearance,” says klurdoch, “was when 
you saw him walking alone in a thoughtful mood , but let a ^ 
friend ac'-ost him, and enter into conversation, he -would in- j 
stani-ly bnghten into a most amiable aspect. Ins features nc j 
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longer tlie same, and Ins ej e daihng a pecnliar animated fiio 
The case was mucU dike lu company , vrlien, if it was mised 
or very numerous, lie made but an indifferent figure , but witb 
a few select fucnds he was open, sprightly, and entertaining ” 

In Ins character, easy and somewhat indolent good-nature 
was combmed with unaffected simplicity of heart and genial 
londhness of disposition. His iviitings shew his patriotiam 
and tenderness of feeling, which extended even to the brute 
creation, as well as his religious devoutucss and love of his 
friends. “He is not, indeed, known, thiough his whole life, 
to have given any person one moment’s pain, by his writings 
or otherwisa” Though nob eiument as a scholar, his general 
nccimroments were extensive, and Ins classical attainments 
were more than respectable. His favourite season for com- 
position was autnmn, and midnight was the time he gene < 
rally chose for his poetical studies 

The hmits of om space prevent ns entering upon any very 
minute ciiticism of the gemus and works of Thomson. Iff or 
IS this needful Thomson’s place iii English liteiature has 
been long ago fixed, and criticism of his poems must m great 
degree be mere repetition of what otheis have written. A 
I few woids may, however, be profitable. 

Erom the tune of th;;, rtestonation, English literature had 
been corrupted by a continental spirit and style, which im- 
parted a thoroughly Ficuch character to most of the produc- 
tions of the period. Nature was sacrificed to f oreigu artificial- 
ities, which, though adorned by the gemns of Pope, took no 
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poets of Qmen Aime’j reign, oyentiongl, Popo and Addison 
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were among tlio number, novel aftected the real iiearfc of the 
nation Thomson ia as tlie first poet of eminence who rebelled 
against the artificial importations from the continent, and 
strove, we believe in part unconsciously, to hi mg literatuie 
back to a purer style, and to imbue it with a spirit closer to 
nature Tlie fact that lie was educated in Scotland, outside 
the liteiniy circles of the time, and that he spent so many 
years of Ins life m qmet raral retirement, had much, doubt- 
less, to do with tins Though we must admit that, as the 
poet of Natuie, ho is infenor to Ins successor. Cow per, 
though the pomp of his diction, and the clumsiness of many 
of his Imcs contrast forcibly ivith the simple, chaste, severe 
truthfulness of the former, 3'et the pleasmg flow of rural 
poesy which hia works cortaui must always be a source of 
pleasure to his rcadeis. Campbell has remarked, with great 
justice, that “^Thomson seems to contempktc the creation 
Avith an eye of unquahfied pleasure and ecstasy, and to 
love its inhabitants with a lofty and hallowed feelmgof reh- 
gious happiness CowTier has also his philanthropy, but it 
is dashed with rehgious terrors, and with themes of satire, 
regret, and reprehension. His touches cannot be 

more faithful than Cowper’s, but they are moie soft and 
select, and less disturbed by the intrusion of homely sub 
jects” Tins fidelity to nature, together ivith his -good-na 
tured philanthropy, devout rehgiousness, and an animated 
flow of fehcitous pictures of natiual scenes and objects, have 
made Thomson a imiversal favourite with both old aud 
young, notwithstanding his pomposity, aud an occasional 
intrusion almost of vulgarity 
These remarks nie appheahio to “The Rea-sons ” .done 
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A fresli naturalness of spirit, and mucli closeness and 
accnracy of observation, are there verj notable. The poet’s 
]oy in contempkting nature wells up spontaneously from 
the poet’s heart, and he exults nitli glad satisfaction in 
the fresh lovehness of spring— in the swelling buds, th® 
springing com, and the warbling birds A geiual benevo- 
lence of nature, and a simphcity of dc\ out feebng, accoin 
pany and give sweeter and deeper tone to his joyousness. 
The digressions so freely introduced into “ The Seasons ” — 
the many narratives and stories, often very distantly, some- 
times not at aU, connected with the snbj ect on hand — ^may lend 
to reheve the tedium of mere descnption, but as poetry most 
of them are poor The populanty of these poems is manifest 
from the fact that they are universally read Tiicy please 
and satisfy the simple tastes of youth, and the impressions 
then produced are not uprooted even when at a later pcnwl 
of life we contemplate them with a more fastidious and cnti* 
eye. Many turns of expression and not a few individual 
es in them have, too, almost become part and parcel of the 
; f Smige. It IS altogether a mistake, however, to say 
o^o^asDrCraikdoesmhisHistory of English Intera- 
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demonstrate that Thomson ■wrought at and pohshed his ■verse 
most laboriously. His later style was a plant of slow growth, 
and we find m his early compositions only the rudiments of 
what it became subsequently The numerous corrections of 
style, construction, and even grammar, discovered through 
such a comparison, manifest how gradually, and ■with how 
much premeditation, the poet’s style was actually formed 
Of that style, as seen in his best poems, we are warranted in 
speakmg in terms of high commendation His blank verse 
IS altogether peculiar to himself, bemg qmte unlike that of 
any of his predecessors “ His numbers, his pauses, his 
diction,” says Johnson, “are of his oivn gro^wth, ■without 
transcnption, ■without meditation.” And his thoughts are foi 
the most part as much his own as his mode of expression. 
He looked at nature ■with his owm eyes, and his descnptions, 
therefore, not only convoy admirable general pictures, but 
are faithful in the minutest particulars and most triflmg 
details Any errors m his illustrations occur only when 
he seeks these m regions of ■nhich ho is ignorant — as, for 
instance, in scientific allusions 
It IS as a descriptive poet that Thomson has taken, and 
I wiU always retam, his high position Some of the de 
scnptive passages in “The Seasons” are inimitable as, for 
example, that in which he depicts “the general hush and ex- 
pectatlou that pervade manimate nature,” on the appioach of 
j sprmg — ^the "vivid picture of the coming tempest m summer 

I — the forceful depiction of the man penshmg m the ■wmter 

1 snow— and the beautiful descnption of the shower m the 
I woods Thomson’s faults are, however, also numerous His 

‘ diction, as we have already said, is frequently porapoua 
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cumbrons, and too luxuriant His very excellencies— tlie 
absence of artificiality, and tbe presence of a spontaneous 
nature-epmt— often betray him into the appearaheo of 
neghgence, carelessness, and redundance. His repetitions, 
too, are frequent, and consist not only of repeating over and 
over again the same words and expressions, hut in a wean- 
some recurrence to subjects and illustrations often handled 
before The ardour of his patnotism paUs upon ns at last 
His laudations of liberty, and of all things Bntish, become 
stale from them constant reiteration. 

As a poem, “The Castle of Indolence” must take rank 
equalto, if not higher than “The Seasons.” Though neither , 
m matter nor form so popular as the latter, and though ap 
peahng to a narrower tnbunal than Ins descnptions of 
natural phenomena and scenery, it is fimshed with consum- 
mate art Every expression is polished to the uttermost, 
which, considermg that the work occupied the poet fifteen 
years, is nob surprising The opening scenes are the best, ' 
and though not so ongmal as “The Seasons,” bemg in i 
manner and spurt a close unitation of Spenser, it indubitably 
ranks high as a poem. The mutation of the Fa^ry Qneen is 
not sustamed throughout 

Perhaps the less said of the other works of tlie poet the 
better for his reputation His plays scarcely ever rise above 
a tame and feeble mediocnty, and are now deservedly for- 
gotten, and almost altogether unread. His othei poCms— if 
we c\ccpt a feu pieces and occasional songs — are utterly 
weansome Neither the “Liberty” „or the “Bntauma”- 
vhich arc the longest of thcm-is at all worthy of the poet 
of the Sca.sons , and though las fnend Lj ttelton said he had 

j 
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iiot Witten “ one line wlncli, dying, he could ■wish to blot,” 
hiB admirers would feel it a small loss were nearly all the 
minor poeirs, together with the plays, of Thomson blotted 
from our literature Perhaps, however, Lyttelton designed 
to express by this encomium his high opimon of the 
moral tone of Thomson’s works , and, m an age in which 
literature was by no means prudish, this ceitainly is not 
the least of many ments However, it is ns the poet of the 
Seasons that James Thomson will ever be remembered ib 
B ntain. 
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AnamrENT 

Tlio Biilijcct propo'^xl — TnBcnboil to Uio Co\mtCoS of Hertfurd — ITio oaiBon 
la descriltcd aa it rvnVicts tho various parts of Nature, nscoudiu,; from 
Uio loavor to the lilglior , and mixed with digressions arising from 
liio sulijeet — Its iufluoneo on inanimate matter, on regctaldes, on bi-utc 
animals, and last on man , conolndingwitli a dissuasive from tlie wild and 
irregular passion oflovo opposed to that of a pure and hapiiy kind 

Come, gentle Spring, ethereal mildness, come , 

And from the bosom of yon dropping cloud, 

Wilde music wakes mound, ved’dm a shower 
Of shadowing loses, on our plams descend 
0 Hertford,'^ fitted or to shine m comts 
With unaffected grace, or walk the plam 
With innocence and meditation jom’d 
In soft assemblage, hsten to my song, 

Wluch thy own season pamts , when Nature all 
Is blooming and benevolent, Idee thee 
And see where surly Winter passes 
Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blasts 
His blasts obey, and quit tho howhng hdl, 

The shattei’d forest, and tho lavish’d vale, 

- Whde softer gales succeed, at wliose kind touch, 
Dissolving snows in bvid torrents lost, 

The mountains lift theu green heads to the sky 

Aftci'wards Duchess of Bomorset, She died in 176J 
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As jet the trembling year is nnconfinn’d, 

And "Winter oft at eve resumes the breeze, 

ChiHs the pale mom, and bids his driving sleets 
Deform the day dcbghtlcss , fo that scarce 
The bittern knovrs his time i\Tth biU ingulph’d 
To shake the sctmdmg marsh , or from the shore 
The plovers when to scatter o’er the heath, 

And sing their wild notes to the listening waste. 

At last from Anes rolls the bounteous snn, 

And the bnght Bull receives lum Then no more 
TTio expansive atmosphere is cramp’d with cold , 

But, fnU of life and vivifpng soul, 
lofts the hght clouds snbhme, and spreads them tlnii 
Fleecy, and white, o’er all snrronndmg lieavcn 
Forth fly the tepid airs , and unconfined, 
fjnhmdmg earth, the movmg softness strajs. 

Joyous, the impatient husbandman perceives 
Relenting Nature, and his lusty steers 
Drives from their stalls to where the wcU used jilongli 
foes m the furrow, loosen’d from the frost 
There, nnrefusing, to the hwoess’d yoke 
They lend their shoulder, and begin their toil, 

Cheer’d by the simple song and soaring lark- 
Meanwhile, menmhent o’er the shinmg share 
The master leans, removes the obslmcting clay, 

"Wmds tlie whole work, and adclong lays the glcl c 
fVhite, through theneighboimng fields the sower stal ks, 
With. measiired step , and, liberal, throws the grain 
I Into the faithful bosom of the ground 

The harrow follows barsh and shuts the scene' 
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Be gracious, Heaven ! for uow Laborious man 
Has done lus part Ye fostenng breezes, bloiv I 
Ye softening dews, ye tender showers, descend ! 
And temper all, thou world-reviving sun, 

Into the perfect year 1 Nor ye wbo live 
In limiry and ease, in pomp and pnde, 

Thmk these lost themes unworthy of yOur ear 
Such themes as these the lural Maro sung 
To wide impenal Home, in the full height 
Of elegance and taste, by Greece refined 
In ancient times, the sacred plough employ’d 
The longs and awful fathers of mankind . 

And some, with whom compared your insect 
tribes 

Are but the beings of a summer’s day, 

Have held the scale of empire, ruled the storm 
Of mighty war, then with victonous hand, 
Disdaining little dehcacies, seized 
The plough, and greatly independent scorn’d 
All the vile stores corruption can bestow 
' Ye generous Batons, venerate the plough I 
And o’er your hills and long withdrawmg vaks 
Let Autumn spread his treasures to the sun, 
Liramant and unbounded ! As the sea. 

Far through his azure turbulent domam, 

Your empire owns, and from a thousand shorer 
Wafts aU the pomp of bfo into your ports. 

So with superior boon may your rich soil, 
Exuberant, Nature’s better blessings pour 

* CinolnwiUiB Is lici-o nUudctl to 
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O’er erety land, tlie naked nations dotlie, 

And be tke exkanstless granary of a ivorld ' 

Nor only tlirongk tke lenient air tins cliange, 

Delicious, kreatlies tke penetrative sun. 

His force deep-darting to tke dark retreat 
Of vegetation, sets tke steaming power 
At large, to wander o’er tke verdant eartk, 

In various kues , kut ckiefiy tkee, gay green ’ 

'Thou smikng Nature’s umver^al robe ! 

United kgkt and skade ’ where tke sigkt dwells 
"Witk growing strength, and eve^-l^dw dekgkt 
From tke moist meadow to tke witker’d kill, , ^ 

Led by tke breeze, the vivid verdure runs , 

And swells, and deepens, to tke ckensk’d eye. 

Tke kawtkom whitens , and tke juicy groves 

Put forth tkeir buds, unfolding by degrees, ' 

Till tke vkole leafy forest stands display’d, 

In fid! lusumnee, to tke sigkmg gales , 

"Where tke deer rustle through tke twining krake, 

And tke birds sing conceal’d At once, arraj^’d 
In tdl tke colours of tke Suslung year 
By Nature’s swift and secret-woiking hand, 

Tke garden glows, and fills tke kberal air 
With lavish fragrance , wlrde tke promised fmit 
Lies yet a kttle emkryo, unperceived, 

"Witkm Its crimson folds Now from tke town, 

Enncd in smoke, and sleep, and noisome damps 
Oft let me wander o’er tke dewy fields, 

AYkere freshness kreatkes, and dash tke tremblmg drops 
Prom the bent husk, as through tke verdant maze 


nie bawthom 5»’hlleTW J and the Juicy groTc* 

Put forth their lm<U nufoldUig by deOTec*. 

Tin tho whole leafy forcat atiodf dlaplay*d 
In fall liuarlanee to the tlghluff gales. 

•^ioHng page C, 
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Of sweefcbnar lieclges I pursue my walk , 

. Or taste tlie smell of dairy , or ascend 
Some enunence, Augusta/ in tby plains, 

And see tbe countiy, far diffused around, 

One boundless blusb, one wbite-empurpled shower 
Of mingled blossoms where the raptured eye 
Humes from joy to joy , and, hid beneath 
The fair profusion, yellow Autumn spies 
If, brush’d from Russian wdds, a cuttmg gale 
Rise not, and scatter from his humid wmgs 
The clammy mildew , or, dry-blowmg, breathe 
Untimely frost — before whose baleful blast 
The full-blown Spring through all her fohage shimks, 
Joyless and dead, a wide-dejected waste 
For oft, engender’d by the hazy North, 

, Mynads on mynads, insect armies warp 
Reen m the poison’d breeze , and wasteful eat. 
Through buds and bark, into the blacken’d core 
Their eager way A feeble race ! yet oft 
The sacred sons of vengeance I on whose course 
Corrosive famine waits, and kills the year 
To check this plague, the skilful farmer chaff 
And blazing straw before his orchard bums— 

Till, all involved m smoke, the latent foe 
Ikom every cranny suffocated falls 
Or scatters o’er the blooms the pungent dust 
Of peppet, fatal to the frosty tnbe , 

Or, when the envenom’d leaf begms to curl, 

With spnnlded water drowns them in tlieir nest 

• Tbo Londinium of tbo Roinnns 
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Nor, wlule they pick them up "with busy bill, 

The httle trooping birds unwisely scares. 

Be patient, swains , these cruel-seeming winds 
Blow not m vain. For hence they Jceep, repress’d, 

Those deepening clouds on clouds, surcharged with rain, 
That o’er the vast Atlantic hither borne, 

In endless tram, would quench the summer blaze, 

And, cheerless, drown the crude unnpeft’d year 
The North east spends his rage, he now shut up 
Within his iron cave — the effusive South 
Warms the wide air, and o’er the void of heaven ' 
Breathes the big clouds with vernal showers distent 
At first a dusky wreath they seem to nse, 

Scarce staining ether , but by fast degrees. 

In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour sails 
Along the loaded sky, and niinghng deep, 

Sits on the horizon round a settled gloom . 


Not such as wmtry storms on mortals shed, 
Oppressing hfe , but lovely, gentle, kind, 

And full of every hope and every joy. 

The wish of Nature, Gradual smks the breeze 
Into a perfect cahu , that not a breath 
^ heard to quiver through the closing woods, 
r msthng turn the many twinkhng leaves 

aspcutalL The nncurhng floods, diffused 
g assy breadth, seem through delusive lapse 
Forgetful of their course. ’Tis silence all, 
^dpljasmg expectation. Herds and flocks 

6* Hush d m short suspense, 
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TJie plumy people streak tlieir Traigs with, oil, 

To thiow the lucid moistme tncklmg off, 

And n ait the approaching sign to stnke, at once, 
Into the geueinl choir Even mountains, vales, 

And forests seem, impatient, to demand 
The promised sweetness Man supenor walks 
Amid the glad cieation, musmg praise, 

And looking hvely gratitude. At last. 

The clouds consign their treasures to the fields , 

And, softly shalaug on the dimpled pool 
Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow, 

In large eflusion, o’er the freshen’d world 
The steahng shouer is scaice to patter heard, 

By such 03 wandei through the forest walks, 

Beneath the umbrageous multitude of leaves 
But who can hold the shade, while heaven descends 
In umvei-sal bounty, sheddmg herbs, 

And fruits, and flowers, on Natuie’s ample lap ? 

SMuft fancy fired anticipates them growth , 

And, while the nulky nutriment distils. 

Beholds the kmdhug country colour lound 
Thus all day long the fuU-distended clouds 
Indulge their genial stores, and well-shower’d earth 
Is deep enrich’d with vegetable hfe , 

Till, in the western sk>, the downward sun 
Looks out, effulgent, from amid the flush 
Of broken clouds, gay-sliiftmg to his beam. 

The rapid radiance mstantaneous strikes 

The illummed mountain , through the forest streams, 

Shakes on the floods , and in a yellow mist. 
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Far smolaug o’er the intcrmuiable plain, 

In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems, 

Moist, bnght, and green, tho landscape laughs aronnd. 
Fall swell the woods , their every music wakes. 

Mix’d in wdd concert, with tho warbling brooks 
Increased, tho distant blcatings of the lulls, 

And hollow lows responsive from the vales, 

Whence blending all the sweeten’d zephvr springs 
Meantime, refracted from von eastern cloud, 

Bestriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Shoots np unmonsc , and every’ hue nnfolds, 

In fair proportion running from the red 
To where the violet fades into the sky 
Here, awful Newton, the dissolving clouds 
Form, fronting on the sun, thy showery prism , 

And to the sage-instructcd eye unfold 
The various twine of hght, liy tlicc disclosed 
From tho white mingling maze Not so the swam 
He wondenng views the hnght enchantment bend, 
Dehghtful, 0 er the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch the falling glorv, hut amezed 
Beholds the amusive arch before him fly. 

Then vanish qmte away Still night succeeds, 

A soften’d shade , and saturated earth 
Awaits the mommg-hcara, to giac to light, 

^ed through ten thousand different plastic tubes, 
The balmy trca.snres of tho former day 
Then spnng the hving herbs profusely wild, 

0 er all the deep-green earth, beyond tho power 
botanist to number up their tubes 
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Wlietlior he steals along the lonely dale, ' 

In Silent search , or through the forest, rank 
With Tvhat the dull incurious -weeds account, 

Bmsts his bhnd way , or clunbs the mountain rock, 
Fired by the noddmg verdure of its brow 
With such a hberal hand has Nature flung 
Their seeds abroad, bloivn them about m -wmds, 
Innumerous mix’d them with the nursing mould. 
The moistemng current, and prohhc ram 

But ■v\ho their -virtues can declare ? -who pierce. 
With vision pure, into these secret stores 
Of health, and hfe, and joy? the food of man. 

While yet he hved in innocence, and told 
A length of golden years, uuflesh’d m blood , 

A stranger to the savage arts of hfe, 

Death, rapine, cainnge, surfeit, and disease— 

The lord, and not the tjuant, of the world. 

Tlie first fresh dawn then -u'aked the gladden'd race 
Of uncorruptod man, nor blush’d to see 
Tlie sluggaid sleep beneath its sacred beam , 

For then hght slumbeis gentle fumed away, 

And up they rose as vigorous as the sun. 

Or to the cultuie of the -niUmg glebe. 

Or to the cheerful tendance of the flock. 

Meantime the song went round , and dance and sport 
Wisdom and friendly talk, successive stole 
Their hours away while in the rosy vale 
Love breathed his infant sighs, from anguish fiee, 
And full replete with bliss , save the sweet pain, 

That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more 
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Till, from tlie centre to the stie.amni" clouds, 

A slioreless occin tumbled lound the globe 
The Seasons since hive, with ceverer sway. 

Oppress’d a broken world the Winter l.ceii . 

Shook forth his waste of snows , and Summci shot 
His pestilential heats. Great Spring, before, 

Qieen’d all the year , md fmits and blossoms blush’d, 
n Eocul sweetness, on tim self same bough 
urc was the temperate an , an cicn c<dni 
crpeUiai re.gn’d, save what the rephyis bland 

Breathed o’er the blue e^l,ur.c for then nor storms . 

Were taught to blow, nor hurricanes to rage , 

Sweb’/ sulphureous glooms ' 

^U d be aky, and sent the 

We sickly damps, and cold autumnal fogs, 
pl°7°''"^^*dolemeuts the sport, 

'lloug/.vith th?ptroTl L ^ 

Of--triment,andC'^ 

Beyond the search of art^ >r 
with hot lavme hrJd 

Is now becoma ! man 
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At whose strong chest the deadly tigei hangs, 

E’er plough’d foi him They too are temper’d high, 
Witli hunger stung and wild necessitj' , 

I^'or lodges pity in their shaggy breast 
Eut man, whom Nature form’d of milder clay. 

With every hand emotion m his heart. 

And taught alone to weep— while from her lap 
She pours terrthousand delicacies, heibs, 

Andfrmts, as numerous as the drops of lam 
Or beams that gave them birth — shall he, fair form ' 
Who wears sweet smiles, and loolcs eiect on heaven. 
E’er stoop to mmgle with the prowhng herd, 

And dip his tongue in gore ? The beast of prey, 
Blood-stain’d, deserves to bleed , but you, ye flocks. 
What have ye done ? ye peaceful people, what. 

To ment death ? you, who have given us mdk 
In luscious streams, and lent us your oivn coat 
Agamst the Winter’s cold ? And the plam ox, 

That harmless, honest, gmleless ammal, 

In what has he ofiended 1 he, whose toil, 

Patient and ever-rcady, clothes the land 
With all the pomp of harvest— shall he bleed, 

And Btrugghng groan beneath the cruel hand 
Even of the cloivn he feeds 1 and that, perhaps, 

To swell the not of autumnal feast. 

Won by his labour 1 Thus the feehng heart 
Would tenderly suggest , but ’tis enough. 

In this late age, adventurous, to have touch’d 
Light on the numbers of the Samian sage * 

* Pythngora-i 
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High Heaven forbids the bold presumptuous sti aiHj 
Whose wisest -will has fix’d us m a state 
That must not yet to pure perfection rise . 

Besides, who knows, how raised to higher life, 

Brom stage to stage, the vital scale ascends 1 
How, when the first foul torrent of the brooks, 
Bwell’d with the vernal rains, is ebb’d away — 

And, whitening, down their inossy-tincturea stream 
Descends the billowy foam — now is the tune, 

While yet the dark-brown water aids the gmle, 

To tempt the trout Tlie well dissembled fly, 

The rod fine-tapenng with elastic spnng, 

Snatch’d from the hoaiy steed the floating hue, 

And all thy slender watery stores, tirepare. 

Bub let not on thy hook the tortured worm. 

Convulsive, twist m agonising folds , 

Which, by rapacious hunger swallow’d deep, 

Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breast 
Of the weak, helpless, nncomplaimng wretch, 

Harsh pam and horror to the tender hand 
When, With his bvely ray, the potent sun 
Has pierced the streams, and roused the finny race. 
Then, issumg cheerful, to thy sport repair , 

Chief should the western breezes curling play, 

^d light o’er ether bear the BhadouT clouds, 
mgh to their fount, this day, amid the hills, 
t 11 woodlands wathling round, trace np the brooks , 
The next, pursue their rocky-chaunell’d maze, 

Down to the nver, m whose ample wave 
Tlieir little naiads love to sport at lar'^e 
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Just in tho dubious pointy -where with the pool 
Is mix’d the trembhng stre<im,br where it boils 
Around the stone, or from the hollow’d banlr 
Reverted plays in undulatmg flow, 

There throw, mce-judgmg, the delusive fly , 
And, as you lead it round in artful curve, 

With eye attentive mark the spnugmg gama 
Straight as above the surface of the flood 
They wanton rise, or urgedjby hunger laip, 

Then fix, with, gentle twitch, the barbed hook , 
Some hghtly tossmg to the grassy bank, 

And to the shelvmg shore slow-draggmg some, 
With vanous hand proportion’d to them forca 
If yet too young, and easily deceived, 

A worthless prey scarce bends your pliant rod, 
Him, piteous of his youth, and the short space 
He has enjoy’d the -vital hght of heaven. 

Soft disengage, and back mto the stream 
The speckled infant throw But should you lure 
From his dark haunts, beneath the tangled roots 
Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook. 
Behoves you then to ply your finest art 
Long tune he, foUowmg cautious, scans the fly 
And oft attempts to seize it, but as oft 
The dimpled water speaks his jealous fear 
At last, while haply o’er the shaded sun 
Passes a cloud, he desperate takes the death. 
With sullen plunge At once he darts along. 
Deep-struck, and runs ont aU the lengthen’d Ime 
Then seeks the farthest ooze, the sheltering weed, 
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Tile cavern’d baiikj lus old secure abode j 
And flics aloft, and flonuccs round tbo pool, 

Indisnaut of the guile TOth j iclding baud, 

That feels him still, j ct to Ins furious counie 
Gives uay, you, now retiring, following now 
Across the stream, evhaust Ins idle rage , 
floatmg broad upon Ins breathless side, 
nd to bis fate abandon’d, to the shore 
ou gaily drag your unicsisting prize. 

Bias tbo temporals hours hot u-I.on the sun 
’ Even 1 tUrono the eentterjug clouds 

™ b.mk u-here flouenng elders crowd, 

Wmseotter'd widths My of therolo 

With f’ >“*. 

0 , ‘‘eloulychrldrcuofthoehude 

'a« toundrng 00 !™;?,““ 

Hrsh lu ft, bcelhng cUff”]!' ' " '' 

^re let the ol ® ^ ^ 

E'Mte “‘lemrlSb^ ™ 

Or catch thyself the l , song , 

lest mhmha'^ '"’'’'1. 

* Tho pigeon. 
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Ten thousand wandering images of thingSj 
Soothe every gust of passion into peace — 

AH but the swellings of the soften’d heart, 

That waken, not disturb, the ti-anqud mind 
Behold, yon breathmg prospect bids the muse 
Throw all her beauty forth But who can paint 
Like Nature ? Can unagmation boast, 

Amid its gay creation, hues like hers 1 
Or can it mis them with that matchless skiU, 

And lose them in each other, as appears 
In every bud that blows 1 If fancy, then. 

Unequal fails beneath the pleasing task, 

Ah, what shall language do ? ah, where find words 
Tinged with so many colours , and whose pou or. 

To hfe approaching, may perfume my lays 
With that fine oil, those aromatic gales, 

That inoxhaustive flow contmual round 1 
Yet, though successless, wiU the toil dehght 
Come then, ye virgins and ye youths whose hauts 
Have felt the raptures of refining love , 

And thou, Amanda,* come, pride of my song ! 

Form’d by the Graces, lovehness itself I 
Gome' with those downcast eyes, sedate and sweet, 
Those looks demure, that deeply pierce the soul — 
Where, with the hght of thoughtful reason mix’d, 
Slimes hvely fancy, and the feehng heart 
Oh come ! and while the rosy-footed May 
Steals blushing on, together let us tread 

* lllEB Vouuff, nftcnrards tho wSfo of AdmlTal CaraiiboH, tlio oojcct of 
Thom8on*s unroquitcd ftttaclunoiit 
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liie morning dews, nnd gather m their prime 
^resh blooming flowers, to grace thy biaided hair 
And thy lored bosom that improves their sweets 
See, where the wmdmg vale its lavish stores, 
Imguous, spreads See, how the hly drmks 
The latent nil, scarce oozmg through the grass, 

Of growth luxuriant , or the humid bank, 

In fair profusion, decks Long let us walk, 

Where the breeze blows from yon extended field 
Of blossom’d beans Arabia cannot boast 
A fuller gale of joy than, hberal, thence 
Breathes through the sense, and takes the ravish’d 
souL 

Nor 13 the mead miworthy of thy foot, 

Full of fresh verdure, and unnumber’d flowers, 

The neghgence of Nature, wide and wild , 

Where, undisguised by mumc Art, she spreads 
Unbounded beau'^y to the roving eye. 

Here their dcliaous task the fervent bees. 

In swarming milkons, tend around, athwart, 

Through the soft air the busy nations fly, 

Clmg to the bud, and with inserted tube 
Suck its pure essence, its ethereal soul , 

And oft, with bolder wing, they soaring dare 
The purple heath, or where the wild-thyme grows, 
And yellow load them with the luscious spoiL 
At length the finish’d garden to the view 
Its vistas opens, and its alleys green 
Si.atch’d through the verdant maze, the hurried e}e^ 
Distracted wanders now the bowery walk 
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Of coverb close, "where scarce a speck of day 
Falls ou the length eu’d gloom, protracted s"weeps, 
Now meets the bending sky , the nver now 
Dimpling along, the brcezy-rnflled lake. 

The forest daikenmg round, the ghttermg spire, 
The ctliereal moimtain, and the distant main 
But why so far excu rsive 1 "wh en at hand, 

Along these blushing borders, blight with dew. 
And in yon mingled "wildcmess of lioweis, 
Fair-handed Spring unlmsoms every grace ^ 
Throws out the sno-a drop and the crocus first , 
The daisy, pnmidse, "nolet darkly blue,'^"*^''®'"’ 

) And polyanthus of unnumber’d dyes,""*^®^ 

The yellow waMowci, stam’d "with iron brown ; 
And lavish s^ck that scents the garden round , 
From the soft "wing of veinal breezes shed, ^ 
Anemones, auriculas, enrich’d yvi^fW^^s- 
^With shimng meal o’er all their velvet leaves , fyj- 
And fnll^ ranunculus, of glowing red ^ 

Tlion comes the tulip lacc, where beauty plays 
Hei idle freaks from family diflused 
To family, as flics the father dust, 

The varied colours run , and, while they bleakiAz 
^On the charm’d eye, th’ exulting florist maiks, ^ 
'^Witlr secret pnde, the wonders of Ins hand 
No gradual bloom is wafltmg . from the bud, 
Fivst-bomof Spring, to Summer’s mimlcy tribes * 
Nor hymnth 3 ,’'of purest vu-gm wlnte, 

Low-bent, and blushing inward, nor jonqinle. 

Of potent fragrance, nor narcissus fair, 

^I's Gua ~ ^ ynu’ W/ 


Thomson’s pouhs 


As o’er the fabled fountain hanging stdl. 

Nor broad carnations , nor gay-spotted pmhs , 

Nor, shower’d from every bush, the damasli-rose 
Infinite numbers, dehcacies, smells. 

With hues on hues expression cannot paint. 

The breath of Nature, and her end less bloom 
Had' Source of Being 1 Universal Soul 
Of heaven and earth ! Essential Presence, had ! 

To Thee I bend the hnee , to Thee my thoughts, 
Oontmual, climb , who, with a master-hand, 

Hast the great whole mto perfection touch’d. 

By Thee the various vegetative tnbes, 

Wrapt m a filmy net, and clad with leaves. 

Draw the hve ether, and imbibe the dew 
By Thee disposed into congenud soils. 

Stands each attractive plant, and suchs, and swells 
The jmcy tide , a twinmg mass of tubes 
At Thy command the vernal sun an akes 
The torpid sap, detruded to the root 
By wmtry wmds, that now in fluent dance, 

And hvely fermentation, mounting, spreads 
All this mnumerous-colonr’d scene of thmgs 
As nsmg from the vegetable world 
My theme ascends, with equal wing ascend. 

My panting muse , and hark, how loud the woods 
Invite you forth in all your gayest trim 
Lend me your song, ye nightingales I oh, pour 
The mazy-runmng soul of melody 
Into my varied verse I while I deduce. 

From the first note the hollow cuckoo smgs, 
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Tho sjTuplioiiy of Spring, and toucli a tlieme 
Unknown to fame — tlic passion of the groves 
When first the soul of love is sent abroad. 
Warm throngb the vital air, and on the heart 
Hannomous seizes, the gay troops begin, 

III gallant thought, to plume the painted ■yvmg , 
And tiy again the long-forgotten strain, 

At first faint- warblecL But no sooner grows 
Tho soft infusion prevalent, and wide. 

Than, all alive, at once their joy o’erflows 
In music unconfined. Up sprmgs tho lark, 
ShnU-Toiced and loud, tho messenger of morn 
Ere yet the shadows fly, he mounted sings 
Amid tho dawning clouds, and from them haunts 
Calls np tho tuneful nations Every copse 
Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bush 
Bending with dewy moisture, o’er tho heads 
Of tho coy qnmsters that lodge wnthin, 

Are prodigal of harmony. The thrush 
And woodlark, o’er the kind-contendmg throng 
Sui>enor heard, inn through the sweetest length 
Of notes , when listening Philomela deigns 
To let them joy, and purposes, in thought 
Elate, to malc o her mght excel them day. 

''The blackbird whistles from tho thorny bi^6 , 
The mellow bullfinch answera from tho grove , 
Nor are the Imnets, o’er the flowering furze 
Pour’d out profusely, sdent join’d to these- 
Inmunerous songsters, in tho freshening shade 
Of now-sprung leaves, their modulations mix 

i 
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MelMuous The jay, the rook, the daw, 

And each harsh pipe, discordant heard alone, 

Aid the full concert , ivhilo the 6tockdo\o breathes ) 
A melan cholv mu rmur through the whola 
’Tis love creates their melody, and all 
This waste of music is the voice of love , 

That even to birds and beasts the tender arts 
Of pleasmg teaches Henco the glossy kind 
Try every winning way mvcntive love 
Gan dictate, and in courtship to their mates 
Pour forth their httlc souls First, snde nrouiin. > 
With distant awe, in airy rings they rove, 

Endeavouring by a thousand tricks to catch ' 

The cnnmng, conscious, l^alf-avertcd glance 
Of their regardless charmer Should she scun, 
Softenmg, the least approvance to bestow, 

Their colours burnish, and by hope inspired. 

They hnsk advance , then, on a sudden struck. 

Retire disorder’d , then again approach] 

In fond rotation spread the spotted wing, 

And shiver every feather with desire. 

Connubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods 
^ey haste away, aR as their fancy leads, 
easnre, or food, or secret safety prompts ; 

Nature’s great command may be obey’d, 
or all the sweet sensations they perceive 
Mgedmvam. Some to the hoUy-hedge 
est ng repair, and to the thicket some , 

Some to the rude protection of tho thorn 

Commit their feeble ofispnng The cleft tree ^ 
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Oflcrs its Jvind concealment to a few, 

Their food its insects, and its moss tlioir nests. 
Others, apart;, fat iii the grassy dale, 

Or Tonghcning aiaiste, their Imtnblo texture uc.a\a 
I3ut most in -noodland solitudes delight, 

In imfrequentcd glooms, or shaggy banks, 

Steep, and duaded by a habblmg brook, 

'Wlioso murmurs soothe them all the live-long day, 
'When by kind dutj’ fix’d. Among tbo roots 
Of hazel, pendent o’er the plamtu o stream, 

TJioy frame the first foundation of their domes , 
Drj' sprigs of trees, in artful fabne laid, 

And bound vitb clay together Nov ’tis nought 
But restless hurry through the busy an, 

Beat by unmimbcr’d wings. The swallow s\. ceps 
The slimy pool, to build bis hanging house 
Intent And often, from the careless back 
Of hcnls and flocks, a thousand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and vool, and oft, vhen unobserved, 
Steal from the b.ani a straw * tdl soft and vami, 
Clean, and complete, their habitation grows. 

As tlius the patient dam assiduous sits, 

Not to bo tempted from her tender task. 

Or by sharp liunger, or by smooth delight, 

Though the v> hole loosen'd Spiing around her blov s. 

Her sjTnpatlusing lover takes his stand 

High on the opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 

The tedious time away, or else supplies 

Her place a moment, avhile she sudden flits 

To pick the scanty meal The appomted time 
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With pious toil fulfill’d, the callow young, 

Warm’d and expanded into perfect life, 

Then brittle bondage break, and come to light ; 

A. helpless family, demanding food 

With constant clamour Oh what passions then, 

What meltmg sentiments of kmdly care, - 

On the new parents seize 1 Away they fly, 

Affectionate, and undesirmg bear 

The most dehcious morsel to their yoimg , 

Which equally distnbuted, again 

The search begms Even so a gentle pair, - 

By fortune sunk, but form’d of generous mould, ’ 

And charm’d with cares beyond the vulgar breast. 

In some lone cot, amid the distant woods, _ 

Sustain’d alone by providential Heaven, 

Oft, as they weepmg eye their infant tram, 

Check their own appetites and give them all 
Nor toil alone they scorn exaltmg love, 

By the great Eather of the Spnng mspired, 

Gives instant courage to the fearful race. 

And to the simple, art. With stealthy wing, 

Shonld some rude foot their woody haunts molest, 
Amid a neighhourmg bush they silent drop. 

And whirring thence, as if alarm’d, deceive 
The nnfeehug school-boy Hence, around the head 
Of wandering swam, the white-wmg’d plover wheels' 
Her sounding flight, and then directly on 
In long excursion skims the level lawn, 

To tempt him from her nest The wild duck, hence, 
0 er the rough moss, and o’er the trackless waste 
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Tlie lieatli-Iien flutters, pious fraud ! to'Iead 
The hot pursuing spaniel far asti-ay 
Be not the muse ashamed, here to bemoan 
Her brothers of thq grove, by tyrant man 
Inhuman caught, ahd m the narrow cage 
From hberty confined, and boundless air 
Dull are the pretty slaves, thoir plumage difll. 
Bagged, and all its bnghtemng lustre lost , 

Nor IS that spnghtly wildness m their notes, 
■Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the beecli 
Oh then, ye fnends of love and love-taught song, 
Spare the soft tnbes, this barbarous art forbear I 
If on your bosom innocence can wm. 

Music engage, or piety persuade 
But let not chief the mghtmgale lament 
Her rum’d care, too dekcately framed 
To brook the harsh confinement of the cage 
Oft when, returning with her loaded bill, 

The astonish’d mother finds a vacant nest, 

By the hard hand of unrelentmg clowns 
Bobb’d, to the groimd the vam provision falls , 
Her pmions ruffle, and, low-droopmg, scarce 
Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade. 

Where all abandon’d to despair she smgs 

Her sorrows through the mght , and, on the bough 

Sole-sittmg, still at every dymg fall 

Takes up agam her lamentable stram 

Of winding woo, till "Wide around the woods 

Sigh to her song, and ivith her n ail resound. 

But now the feather’d youth their former bounds 
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Ardent, disdain, and, -ncigbing oft tlieir wing*?, 
Demand the free possession of the sky 
This one glad office more, and then dissoh cs 
Parental love at once, norr needless groini . 

Unlavish Wisdom never rvorks in vain 
Us on some cvemng, snnny, gntefnl, mild, 

When nonght hut halm is breathmg through the woods 

With yellow lustre bright, that the new tnhes 

Visit the spacious heavens, and look abroad 

On nature’s common, far as they can see 

Or wmg their range and pastura O’er the bonghs 

Dancmg about, still at the giddy verge 

Their resolution fails — their pinions still, 

In loose hbration stretch’d, to trust the void 
Tremblmg refuse— till down before them fly 
The parent-guides, and chide, exhort, command. 

Or push them off The surging air receives 
The plumy burden , and their self-tanght mugs 
Wmnow the wavmg elemcnL On ground 
Alighted, bolder up agam they lead, 

Pf^her and farther on, the lengthenmg flight, 

^ vanish’d every fear, and ea era power 
^nsed mto life and action, hght in air 
The acqmtted parents see their soarmg race,' 

An^ once rejoicing, never know them°more. 

High &om the summit of a craggy chffi 
i > g 0 er the deep, such as amnxmg frowns 
On utmost Hilda’s* shore, whose lonely race 
ilesign the settmg sun to Indian worlds 

-Thor^notest ortho wester id:„,a,orEco’tlaad. 
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Tlic rojvnl cnglc ilrnua Ins vigorous young , 
Slrong-pouncccl, and srdoufc with paternal fire. 

Kou fit to raise a hingdom of their own, 
llo dri\cs them from Ins foi t, the towering seat, 
agc':, of Ins empire , which, in peace, 

UnstamM lie hokh-, while man} a league to sea 
He wings his course, and preys m distant islea 
Should I my steps turn to the rural scat, 

Whose lofty elms .and \ cnerable oaks 
Invite the rook, who high amid the houghs, 
la early Spnng, his airy city builds, 
iiiid ccaselcsi caws amu^lvc— there, well-pleased, 

I might the aanous polit3 Burvej’’ 

Of the imv’d household kind. The careful hcii 
Calls all her chirping familj around, 

Fed and defended by tho fearless cock, 

Whoso hrc.ast witli ardour flames, as on he avalks 
Graceful, and ciows defianca In the pond, 

The finolj chequer’d duck, before her train 
Iloava garrulous The stately-smlmg swan 
Gives out her snowy iilumagc to the gale, 

And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet 
Hc.its forward fierce, and guards lus osior-isle, 
Protective of his young The turkey mgh, 
Loud-threateinng, reddens, while the peacock spreads 
His cv'’r3''-colonr’d glory to tho sun, 

And swims in radiant majesty along 
O’er the whole homely scene, tho coomg dove 
Fhes thick m amorous chase, and wanton rolls 
Tho glancing eye, and turns the changeful neck 
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"Whfle thus the gentle tenants of the shade 
Indulge their purer loves, the rougher rvorld 
Of brutes, helov, rush furious into flame 
And fierce desue Through all his lusty veins 
The hull, deep-scorch’d, the raging passion feels 
Of pasture sick, and negligent of food, 

Scarce seen, he wades among the yellow broom, 
^Vhfle 0 er his ample sides the rambling spraji^ 
LuOTnant shoot , or through the mazy wood 
Dejected wanders, nor the enticmg bud 
Crops, though it presses on his careless sense 
And oft, m jealous maddemng fancy rapt, 

He seeks the fight , and, idly-buttmg, feigns 
^13 nval gored m every knotty trunk. 

should he meet, the bellowing war begms 
^ eyes flash fury , to the hollow’d earth, 
nee the sand flies, they mutter bloody deeds, 
groaning deep the impetuous battle mix, 

Wnle the fau heifer, balmy-breathmg, near, 

WitTi tn ^^g ■Qp their rage. The trembbng steed, 

“erve, 

ty the weU u’ ^ 

AttracL joy to distant plains 

^<3, neiglX mountams flies , 

TT.- abnal summit takes 


headlons deep-descendmg, cleaves 

Even where Ms. 

3dnes3 of the straiten’d stream 
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Turns lu blnck eddies round — sucli is the force 
Ayitb wliicb his frantic heart and sinews swell, 

Kor undehghtcd by the boundless Spnng 
Arc the broad monsters of the foanimg deep 
T'rom the deep oorc and gelid cavern roused, 

They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy 
Dire w ere the strain, and dissonant, to sing 
I The ciucl raptures of the savage land, 

I How, by this flame their native ivrath sublimed, 

1 They roam, amid the fuiy of their heart. 

The far-resounding waste in fiercer bands, 

Aud growl their hornd loves But this, the thcnii. 

I sing, enraptured, to the British fan-, 

* 

Forbids , and leads me to the mountain-brow. 
Where sits the shepherd on the grassy turf, 
Inhahng, healthful, the descendmg sun. 

Around him feeds his raany-bleatmg flock, 

Of vanous cadence, and his sportive lambs, 

This way and th.it convolved, in frislcful glee, 

Tlioir frolics play. And now the sprightly race 
Invites them forth , when swift, the signal gi\cn, 
They start away, and sweep the massy mound 
That 1 uns around the lull , the rampart once 
Of iron war, m ancient barbarous times. 

When disunited Bntam ever bled, 

Lost m eternal broil ere yet she grew 
To this deep laid indissoluble state. 

Where wealth and commerce lift their golden he.ads , 
And, o’er our labours, hberty and law 
Impartial watch — ^tho wonder of a world 1 
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\Thal ]s tbis mighty hreitli, yc ctmous, say, 

That, m a poirerful language, ftlt not heard, ’ * ^ 

Instructs the fouls of heaacn , and through them breast . 
These arts of lo\ c diffuses 1 'M hat, hut God 1 ~ < 

Inspirmg God ! who, boundless spint all, " ^ 

And unremitting energy, pen adcs, ~ 

Adjusts, sustams, and agitates the avliole 
He ceaseless works alone, and \ et alone 
Seems not to work , with snch perfection framed 
Is this complex stupendous scheme of tilings 
But, though conceal’d, to every purer eye 
The mformmg Author in His works appears 
Chief, lovely Spnng, m thee, and thy soft scenes, 
Thesmilmg God is scon , wlule unter, earth. 

And air attest His bounty — which exalts 
The brute creation to this finer thought, 

And annual mdts their undcsigning hearts 
Profusely thus in tenderness and joy 
Stm let my song a nobler note assume, 

^d Bing the mfusive force of Spnng on man , 
en eaven and earth, as if contending, no 
0 time hemg, and serene liis souk 

W Natara 1 fe, 

gale ever, gtove 

me e , Hence I tiom tlie bounteous Ivalke 

Of aewmg Spnng. yosorid sons oleartb, 

Hard, and nnfeehng of another’s woe 
r only lavish to yourselves , dway i ' 
come, yegenerousmii^^a whose wide thought. 
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Of fill lus tv'oiLs, Creative Bounty bums 
With lA’armest beam , and on yoiu open fionb 
And bbcral ej'^c sits, fi-om Ins daik retreat 
Inviting modest want Nor till invoked 
Can restless goodness wait youi active seaidi 
Leaves no cold wintry cornei unexplored^ 

Like silont-n oilong lieaveu, surpiising oft 
The lonely lieart witb unexpected good 
For you the roving spiiit of the wnid 
Blows Spnngabioadj for you the teeming clouds 
Descend in gladsome plenty o’ei the a.oiJd 
And the sun sheds his londest rays foi iou, 

Ye flower of human race ! In these green days, 
Reviving sickness lifts hei languid head. 

Life flows aficsh , and young eyed he.ilth exalts 
The w'hole creation lound. Contentment uaUm 
The sunny glade, and feels an uiuaid bhss 
Spring o’er lus mmd, beyond the pou cr of kings 
To purchase. P>ire seienity apace 
Liduccs .nought, and contemplation still 
By swift degrees tlio love of Nature worlvS, 

And v/amis the bosom, till at last, sublimed 
To rapture and enthusiastic heat, 

We feel the picscnt Deity, and taste 
The joy of God to see a happy woild ' 

These arc the sacred feehugs of thy hcait, 

Thy heart inform’d by reason’s purer ray, 
OLyttleton,* the friend 1 thy passions thus 
And meditations vnrv, as at large, 

* Georyo, Lord Lvttleton 
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Courting the muse, through Haglej-paik you ’stray , 
Thy Bntish TempS ! There along the dale, 

^th woods o’orhung, and shagg’d "withTnossy rocks, 
Whence on each hand the gushing waters play, ■ 
And down the rough cascade white-dashing fall, ‘ 
Or gleam m lengthen’d vista through the trees^ 

You silent steal , or sit beneath the shade 
^ solemn oaks, that tuft the swelliug mounts '■ 
own graceful round by Nature’s careless hand, 
pensive listen to the vanons voice 
rdin peace the herds, the flocks, the birds,' 
lioUou-whispermg breeze, the plaint of rills, ' 

a , purhng down amid the twisted roots , > , 

On tlio their dewy murmurs shake 

Yon TO From these abstracted oft, 

^«jand« through the philosophic world , 

Or to contmual wondere nse, 

-svifci, backward tmic 

zeal' u benevolence of mind, 

O^uhennia’s^eal P'^ty-rage, 

Of Nature - to J *b® venal gulph. - 

fs melodj'? Nencel f *bcse graver thoaghls 

Of flowing Spnn ^ sure taste relined, 

and nnfeelilj^ aord,d eOi of ancient eong, 

®“'™'.Kecneron,r!k|'“"J 

ir v-hosewicaaU 






; 


BPitlNfl 


as 

Wears to tlie lover’s eye alo-rk of love , 

And all tlie tumult of a guilty world, 

Toss’d by luigenerous passions, sinks aw.iy 
The tender heart is animated peace , 

And as it pours its copious treasmes foith, 

In varied converse, softening cverj theme, 

'i^'ou, frequent-pausing, turn, and fiom licr eyes, 

AYliere nieeken’d sense, and amiable grace. 

And lively sweetness dwell, cnraiiturcd diiulc 
That nameless spirit of ethereal joy, 
lumutablo happiness ! which love 
Alonfe bestows, and on a favour’d few 
Meantime you gam the height, from whose fair biOw 
The bursting prospect spreads immense around , 

And snatch’d o’er hill and dale, and wood and lawn, 

And verdant field, and daik’ning heath between, 

And villages embosom’d soft in tiees, 

And spiry towns by surging columns niaik’d 
Of household smoke, your eye excursive loanis , 

' Wide-stretching from the hall, lu vhose kind haunt 
The hospitable genius lingers still, 

To wheio the biokcn landscape, by degrees 
Ascending, roughens mto iigid lulls — 

O’er which the Canihrian mountains, like far clouds 
That sknt tho blue hoiizon, dusky rise. 

hlnsh’d by tbe spuit of tho geraal year, 

Now from the virgin’s cheek a fresher bloom 
Sboots, less and less, the live carnation lound , 

Her bps blosb deeper sweets , she breathes of youth , 

The sliming moistmo swells into her eyes 
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In bnglitcrllow , Ler wisluiig bosom licnv'^s 
"Witli palpitations "wild , kind huinilts 
Her veins, and all lior yielding sonl is love. 

From the keen ga/c her Io\ er tnms aivny, 

Full of the dear ecstatic po^^c^J and sick 
^Ylth sighing Inngnishnient All then, ye fail ! 

Be greatly cautious of j our sliding hearts 
Dare not the infections sigh , the pleading loolc, 
Dovnicast and low, in meek submission dress’d, 
But full of guile Let not tbc fcr% cut tongue, 
Promnt to deceive, vvitli adulation smootli, 

Gain on your purposed will Is or m tbc boM cf, 
Where woodbines flaunt and roses slicd a conch, 
While cvemug draus her crimson curtains Tound, 
Trust your soft muuitcs with betrn} ing man. 

And let the aspinng yontli beware of love, 

Of the smooth glance beware, for ’tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent softness ponrs. 
Then Wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fame 
Dissolves in air away , while the fond sonl, 

Wrapt in gay visions of unreal bhss, 

Still pamts the illusive form, the lundlmg grace, 
The enticmg srade, the modest-seeramg eye, 
Beneath whoso beauteous beams, belying heaven, 
Lurk searchless cnnnmg, cruelty, and death: 
And still, false-warblmg m his cheated ear. 

Her syren voic^ enchanting, draws him on 
To gmlefnl shores, and meads of fatal ]oy 
Even present, m the very lap of love 
Inglorious hud— while music flows around. 
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Perfumes, and oils, and Avinc, and "wanbon liours — 
Anitd the roses, fietce rcpontonce icars 
Her snalcj'- crest a qmck-rcturnmg pang 
Shoots throngli the conscious lieart , where honoiu- stiJl 
And great design, against the oppressive load 
Of Inxmy, bj fits, impatient heave 
But absent, -what fantastic woes, aroused, 

Page in each thought, by restless nnismg fed, 

CInll the ■warm check, and blast the bloom of life! 
Neglected fortune dies ; mid, sbdmg swift. 

Prone luto mm fall his scoincd afluirs 
'Tis nought but gloom aiouud. The daikcu’d sun 
Taises lus light The losy bosom’d Spiing 
Tawcoping fancy pines , and yon bright arch 
Contmeted, heads into a dusky vault 
All Nature fades cxtuict, and she alone 
Heard, felt, and soen, possesses every tliougnt. 

Fills e^cry sense, and pants m cveiy \ciu. 

Books aio hut formal dulness, tedious fiicnds , 

And sad amid the social band ho sits, 

Lonely and uunttentive Fiom tlio tonguo 
TJio imfinish’d period falls • wlulo, boine an ay 
On suclhng thought, his wafted spirit fiiea 
To the vain bosom of bis dist uit fair , 

And leases tlm semblance of u lover, fix’d 
In molauclioly site, with head declined, 
i\nd love dejected eyes Sudden he starts, 

Shook from his tender trance, and restless rnns 
To ghmineiing shades and sympathetic gloocib, 

Wlicro the dun umbrage o’er the falhng strcpin. 
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Roninntic, liangs , tlioro tbroiigli the pensive dush 
Strnjs, in Iienrfc-thrilling ineditatdon lost. 

Indulging all to love , or on tlic bank 
Tliroivn, ninid drooping lilies, swells tbc breeze 
With sighs unceasing, and the brook with toaro. 
Thus in soft anguish he consumes the day , 

Nor quits his deep retirement till the moon 
Peeps through the cliainbers of the fleecy cast, 
Enhghten’d by degrees, and m her tram 
Leads on the gentle lionra, then forth ho ■walks, 
Beneath the trembling langu'sh of her beam, 

With soften d soul, and woos the bird of cie 
To mingle woes with his , or, while the world 
And all the sons of care he linsh’d in sleep, 
Associates with the midnight shadows drcai , 

And, sighing to the lonely taper, pours 
His idly-tortured heart mto the pngo 
Meant for the moving incssengcr of lovc- 
Where rapture bums on rapture, every Imc 
ttith nsmg frenzy fired But if ou bed 
Delmous flung, sleep from his pillow flies 
^ night he tosses, nor the balmy power 
^ any posture finds , till the gray mom 
„ Mts her pale lustfo on the paler WTetcIi, 
^animate by love and then perhaps 
^hausted nature smU a while to rest, 

That 0^ the sick imagmatiou rise 

Oft scene. 

Oftwiththeenchantressoflussoulhetal^. 
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Sometimes m croivds distress’d ^ oi if retuca 
To sccrot-ivindins flowcr-eimoveii bowers, 

Far from tlio dull impeitmcnco of man, 

Just as lie, credulous, lus or d less cares 
Begins to loso in blind oblivious love, 

Suatcli’d from her yielded hand, he Icuows not how, 
Through forests huge, and long uutravoU’d heaths 
- With desolation brown, he wandois waste, 

In night and tempest wrapt , oi shrinks, aghast. 
Back from the bonding precipice , oi wades 
The turbid stream below, and stiives to reach 
The farther shoie, where succonrlcss and sad 
.Sho with extended aims his aid implores, 

But still cs in vam borne by the outiagcous flood 
To distance down, ho rides tho iidgy wave. 

Or whelm’d beneath tho boiling eddy sinks 
Tlioso aie the charming agonies of Jove, 

Whose misery delights But through tho heart 
Should jealousy its venom once diffuse, 

’Jls then dchghtful misery no more. 

But agony unmix’d, incessant gall, 

CoiToding cveiy thought, and blasting all 
Love’s paradise. Ye fany piospects, then, 

Yo beds of roses, and yc boweis of joy, 

Fai ewcll ! Ye gleamings of departed peace, 

ShiDO out your last , tho yellow-tiuging plague 
Intel nal vision taints, and in a u>glit 
Of hvid gloom imagination ivraps 
Ah 1 then, instead of love enliven’d chccl.s, 

Of sunny features, and of ardent eyes 
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Witli flo\mg rapture bnglit, dark looks suac''e{'l, 
Sufiuscd and glaring -with untender fire 
A clouded aspect, and a burning clieck, 

Wliere tbc whole poison’d soul malignant sits, 

And frightens lovo away Ten tliousand ftai* 
invented wild, ten tlioii'^and frantic views 
Of lionid iivala, haiignig on the chaiins 
Tor winch he molts m fondneoB, cat bun tip - 
With fervent auguiah, and consuming rage. 

In vain reproaches lend thcr idle aid, 

Deceitful pndc, and resolution frail, 

Gu ing false peace a luonicut Fancy pourr, 

Afresh, her beauties on bis busy tliouglil , 

Her first eudcamients, twining round the soul, 

With all the witchcraft of cnsnaruig love. 

Straight the ficicc storm involves Im mind .mew , 
Flames tlnough the ncrics, and boils along tbe veins 
Wlulc anvions doubt distracts tbc tortured heart . 
For even tbe sad assurance of his fears 
Were peace to w hat he feels. Thus the w arm youth 
Wliom love deludes into liia thorny wilds, 

Through flow ery tempting paths, or leads a life 
Of fever’d rapture, or of cruel care. 

His brightest flames extmgiush’d all, nnd all 
His lively moments running down to waste. 

But happy they 1 the happiest of thoir land I 
Wliom gentler stars nnite, and in one fr-ta 
Then hearts, their fortunes, and their heinga blend 
"Tis not the coarser tie of human laws, 

Hnnatnral oft, and foreign to the miiul. 
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That binds their peace, but harmony itself, 
Attuning all their passions into lovo , 

Wheie fnendship full exerts her softest power, 
Perfect esteem enliven’d by desire 
Ineffable, and sympathy of soul , 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventmg wil', 
With boundless confidence for nought but love 
Can answer love, and render bbss secure 
Let bim, ungenerous, who, alone intent 
To bless himself, from sordid parents buys 
The loatlniig virgin, in eternal care, 

Well-raentcd, cousume Ins mglits and daj s , 

Let barbarous nations, whose mhuraan love 
Is wild desire, fierce as the suns they feel , 

Let eastern tyrants from the light of heaven 
Seclude their bosom slaves, meanly possess’d 
Of a mere lifeless, violated form 
AYlnlo those whom love cements m holy faith. 

And equal transport, free as Natme live, 

DisdaiuiUg fear What is the world to them, 

' Its pomp, its pleasure, aud its nonsense all ! 

^Vho m each other clasp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, aud lavish hearts can wish , 
Somethmg than hcauty deaici, should they looJv 
Or on the mind, or inmd-illummed face— 

Truth, goodness, honour, liaimony, and love, 

Hie richest bounty of indulgent Heaven 
Meantime a smihug offspring uses round. 

And mmgles both then graces By degrees, 

The human blossom blows , and every day. 
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Soft as it rolls along, slicxva some new clinmi, 

The father’s lustre and the motlier’s bloom 
Then infant reason grows apace, and calls 
For the kmd hand of an assiduous care 
Dehghtful task ' to rear the tender thought, 

To teach the youug idea how to shoot, 

To pour the fresh mstruction o’er the mmd, 

To breathe the enhvenmg spmt, and to fix 
The generous purpose m the glowmg breast 
Oh speak the joy ! ye -whom the sudden tear 
Surprises often, wlule you look around. 

And nothing strikes your eye but sights of bhss. 
All Tarious Nature pressing on the heart , 

All elegant sulBciency, content, 

Retirement, rural quiet friendship, books, 

Ease and alternate Labour, useful life. 

Progressive virtue, and approving Heaven 
These are the matchless joys of virtuous love , 
And thus their moments fly The Seasons thus, 
As ceaseless rouud a jarnng world they roll, 

StiU fiud them happy , and consenting Sprmg 
Sheds her own rosy garland on them heads 
■nil evemng comes at last, serene and mild , 
When after the long vernal day of hfe. 
Enamour’d more, as more remembrance svclla 
With many a proof of recollected love, 

Together down they sink m social sleep , 
Together freed, then gentle spuits fly 
To scenes vherc love and bliss immortal reigu 
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TO TJlt mOJlT nOjrOOTlABLE Jin DODI^aTO^’, OlfE OF TUF 
tonDs OP niE majesty’s TnEAsony, Eta 

Sin, — It Is not pnrpose, in this address, to rnn into tlio 
common tract of dedicators, and attempt a panegyric nhicb 
would prove ungrateful to you, too arduous for mo and supei-- 
fluouB with regard to the world To ion it would prove un 
grateful, since there is a certain generous delicacy in men of the 
moat distinguished merit, disposing them to avoid those praises 
they so powerfully nltract. And when I consider that a character, 
in wliich the 1 irtiics, the Graces, and tho Muses join their influence, 
ns much exceeds tho expression of tho most elegant and judicious 
pen, as tho finished beauty docs the representation of tho pencil, I 
have the best i-easons for declining an arduous undei taking As, 
indeed, it would bo superlluons in itself, for what reader need bo 
told of those great abilities in the management of public aflhirs, 
and those amiable accomplishments in private life, which yon so 
cminentlj possess. Tlic general voice is loud in tho praise of so 
maiij virtues, though posteiitj alone will do them justica But 
may j on, sir, live long to illustrate your own fame by yonr own 
actions, and by them be transmitted to future times ns tho British 
Mrccenas 1 

Your c-xample has recommended poetry, with tho greatest grace, 
to the admiration of those who are engaged in tho highest and most 
active scones of life and this, though confessedly tho least con 
sidemblo of those exalted qualities that dignify your character, 
must bo paiticularly pleasing to 6no, whose only hope of being 
introduced to your regard is through tho recommendation of an art 
in which you are a master But I forgot what I have been dcclnr 
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mg nbove, and mast therefore turn my ejea to tlio following aliccts. 
I am not ignorart that, when offered to your poroBal, Ihcj aro pul 
into the hands of one of the finest, raid conEcquentlj the most 
mdulgcnt judges of the age hut ns there is no mediocritj in 
poetry, bo there should be no limit to its ambition I icntui’C 
directly on the tnal of my fame If wliat I here present you has 
any merit to gam jour approbation, I am not afraid of its Eucccss , 
and if it fails of your notice, I gii o it up to its just fate. This nd\ an 
tage at least I secure to mjsclf, an occasion of thus puhhclj declar- 
ing that I am, vnth the profoundcst veneration, sir, your most 
devoted, humble servant, J Aiits Tnousos 
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Ffiosi briglifning fields of etlier fair disclosed, 
Cluld of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes, 

In pnde of youth, and felt through jSTnturo’s deptli 
He comes attended by the sultry hours, r 
And ever fanning breezes, on Lis way , 

While, from his aident look, the turning Spnug 
Averts her bhishful face, and earth, and skies. 

All smihng, to his hot domimon leaves 
Hence, let me haste into the mid-wood shade 
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ILo subject proposed— Invocation— Address to Mr Dodlngton— An Intro- 
ductory rcneolton on tbo motton ot tlio bcaicmlj bodies, wbcnco tbo 
succession of tlio Seasons— As tbo Taco ot Katui o lu tbbi season Is olinost 
iinltonn, tbo progress of tbo poem Is a dcyeitpUon of n enramcrB duj — 
Tbo dawn — Sunnalng — Myrun to tbo sun— Forenoon- Summer liiBccla 
do oribed — Haj mublug— Bbccp-Bbearlng— Koon-duy — \ woodland re- 
treat — Group of herds and Ooebti — A solcmu prove bow It nlTcela n 
contcmplntivo mind— A cataract, n.id nido scene — View of Summer in 
the torrid tone — Storm of tbuudor and ligbtuing — A lalo — ^Tbo storm 
over, a screuo nrtemoon — Bathing — Ilour of wnlkfug — Transition to tUl 
prospect of a rich woll-oaltlvut“d country, wlJcb liilroduoen a panegyric 
on Great Britaiu — Suosot — ^Evening — ^Algbt — Summer meteors — comet 
— ^Xbc wbolo concluding with tbo pralso of philosophy 
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Where =-caicr a Bimheam ■ftonders through the glooiu, 
Aud on tho dark giccn grass, beside the hrink: 

Of haunted stioain, that by tho roots of oak 
llolls o’er tho rocky channel, lie at laigc, 

And sing the glories of tho circling jear. 

Come, inspiration ! from thy hermit scat. 

By nioi tal seldom found may fanc^’- dare. 

Prom thy fi-^’d souous 03 e, and raptured glance 
Shot on Burroanchng Heaven, ±0 steal one look 
Creatne of the poet, cvciy’ poncr 
Exaltmg to an ecstas}’’ of soul 
And thou, my youthfid muse’s early friend, 

In -whom the human graces all unite , 

Pure hglit of mmd, and touderness of heart , 

Genius and wisdom , tho gay social sense, 

By decency chastised goodness and wit, 

In Beldom-niccting harmony combmed, 

Hublemish’d honour, and an active zeal 
For Bntam’s glory, liberty, and man 
O Doduigton I attend my rural song. 

Stoop to my theme, inspirit every Imc, 

And teach me to deserve thy just appjpusa 
With whrt an awful woild-revolvmg powei 
Were lirat the unwieldy planets hunch’d along 
Tlie illimitable void ! thus to remain, 

Amid the flux of many thousand years, 

That oft has swept tho todiiig race of men 
And all their labour’d monuments away, 

Kmi, uni emitting, matchless, in their course , 

To the kmd-tempor*d chance of nicht and day 
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And of the Seasons ever stealing round, 

Minutely faithful such the All-perfect Hand 
That poised, impels, aud rules the steady whole. 

When now no more the alternate Twins are firca, 
And Ckincer reddens with the solar bhaze, 

Short is the doubtful empire of the night. 

And soon, ohseryau^of jipprpacliing day, ^ 

The meek-eyed morn appears, mother of dens^o’ 

At first faint-gleannng in the dajipled 
Till far o’er ether spreads the widening glow, 

And, from before the Instre of Iper facOiV-^"^ 

Wdute break the clouds away With qmcken’d step. 
Brown mght retires, Yonng day pours m apace, <3^^' 
And opens all the law ny prosp ect wide, 

The dnppmg rock, tlio mountain’s misty top, 

Swell on the sight, and bnghten with the dawn 
Blue, through the dnsk, tho smoking currents shine , 
Aud from the bladed field tho fearful hare 
Limps, awkward , while along the forest gladb 
The wild deer tap, and often turning gaze 
At early passenger Music awakes, 

The native voice of nndissembled loy , 

And thick around the woodland hymns arise 
Moused hy the cock, the soon clad shepherd leaves 
His mossy cottage, where with peace he dwells , 

And from tho crowded fold, in order, dnves 
His flock^ ti^taste the verdure o^the mom. 

Hnlsely luxurious, will not man awake , 

And, sprmgmg from tho bed of sloth, enjoy 
The cool, the fragrant, and the silent hour 
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To medifcafcioit duo and sacred song 1 

For 18 there aught in sleep can charm the "wise 1 

To he in dead obhvion, losing half 

The fleeting moments of too short a hfe , 

Total extinction of the enlighten’d soul ' 

Or else to feverish vamty ahve, 

"Wildei'd, and tossing through distempei-’d dreams ' 
Who would in such a gloomy state remain 
Longer than ZSTatiiie craves , when every muse 
j\nd every blooming pleasure wait without, 

To bless the wildly-devious mormng-walk 1 
But yonder comes the powerfnl kmg of day, 
Eejoicmg m the east The lessening cloud, 

The landhng azure, and the moimtam’s brow 
Illumed with flmd gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo ! now apparent all, 

Aslant the dew-bnght earth, and colour’d air. 

He looks m boundless majesty abroad , 

And sheds the shnung day, that bnmxbh’d plays 
On rocks and hills, and towers, and wandenng streams 
High gleammg from afar Prime cheerer, light ! 

Of all material beings flist, and best > 

Efflux divine ! Nature’s resplendent lobe I 
Without whose vesting beauty all were rai)t 
In unessential gloom , and thou, O sun ! 

Soul of surroumbng worlds ] la whom best seen 
Shmes out thy klakcr ' may I sing of thee 1 
Tis by thy secret, strong, attractive force, 

As with a chain indissoluble bound, 

Tliy system rolls outiro , from the far I ouru 
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Of utmost Saturn, \\licclin 5 wide liis round 
Of thirty j^cars, to Me’-cury, whose disk 
Can scarce be caught by philosophic eye, 

Lost m the near effulgence of thy blm c 

Informer of the planetary tram ' 

Without whoso quickening glance their cunibroiis oibs 
Were brute unlovely mass, inert and dead, 

And not, as now, the green abodes of life— 

How many forms of being wait on thee 1 
Inhaling spnit , from the unfettered mind, 

By tliee sublimed, down to the daily inco, 

The minng mjTiads of thy scttuig beam. 

The vegetable world is also thine. 

Parent of Seasons ! who the pomp precede 
That waits thy throne, ns through thy vast doiii.iij, 
Annual, along the bnght ecliptic road, 

In world-rcjoicing state, it moves sublime 
Meantime, the expecting nations, circled gay 
With all the vanons tubes of foodful earth, 

Implore thy bountj , or sond grateful up 
A common hymn , while, round thy be innng car 
High-seen, the Seasons lead, m sprightly dance 
Hannomons knit, the rosy-fingePd hours, 

The zephyrs floating loose, the timely ram’j, 

Of bloom ethereal the light-footed dews, 

And soften’d into joy the surly storms 
These, in successive turn, avith lavish hand. 

Shower every beauty, every fragrance shoner. 

Herbs, flowers, and fruits , till, landhng at thy toucli, 
IVoni land to land is flush’d the vernal year 
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JfToi totlio surface of eiiiivcn’d earth. 

Graceful with hills and dales, aud leafy woods, 

Her hberal tresses, is thy force confined — 

But, to the boweU’d cavern darting deep. 

The mineral kinds confess th}”^ mighty power 
Effiilgent, hence the veiny inaible shines , 

Hence labour draws his tools, hence burnish’d v\ai 
Gleams on the day , the nobler works of peace 
Hence bless mankind , and generous commerce binds 
The round of nations in a golden cham 
The unfruitful rock itself, impregn’d by thee, 

' In dark retirement forms the lucid stone 
Tlie hvely diamond dunks thy purest rays. 

Collected hght, compact, that, pohsh’d bright, 

And all its native lustie let abroad, 

Dares, as it sparkles on the fair one’s breast, 

With vain ambition emulate her eyes 
\t thee the ruby bghts its deeperang glow. 

And with a waving radiance mward flames 

« 

From thee the sapphire, sohd ether, takes 
Its hue ceiulean , and, of evenmg tmet. 

The purple-strearamg amethyst is thine 
With thy own smile the yellow topaz bums, 

Is’'or deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring, 

When first she gives it to the southern gale, 

Tlian the green emerald shews But, all comlimcd 
Thick through the whiteumg opal play thy beams , 

Or, flymg several from its surface, form 
A trembling vonance of revolving hues, 

As the Bite vanes m the gazer’s hand 
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The very dead creation, from thy touch, 

Assumes a mimic life By thee refined. 

In brighter mazes the relitcent stream 
Plays o’er the mead The precipice abrupt, 
Projectmg horror on the blacken’d flood, 

Softens at thy return The desert joys 
"Wildly, through all his melancholy bounds. 

Rude mins ghtter , and the brmy deep. 

Seen from some pomted promontory’s top. 

Far to the blue horizon’s utmost verge, 

Restless, reflects a floatmg gleam But this 
And all the much-transported muse can sing, 

Are to thy beauty, digmty, and use, 

Unequal far , great delegated source 
Of hght, and life, and grace, and joj below I 
How shall I then attempt to smg of Him, 

Who, hght Himself ' in uncreated hght 
Invested deep, dwells awfully retired 
From mortal eye, or angel’s purer ken 
"Whose angle smile has, from the first of tune, 

Fill’d, overflowing, all those lamps of heaven, 

'flhat beam for ever through the boundless sky 
But, should He hide His face, the astonish’d sun 
And all the eirtinguish’d stars, would loosening reel 
Wide from their spheres, and chaos come agam 
And yet was every faltenng tongue of man, 
Ahm^ty Father ' silent m Thy praise, 

Thy works themselves would raise n general voice , 
Even in the depth of sohtary woods. 

By human foot untrod, proclaim Uiy power 
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On«rul ''silU lnU*j r.w? nntl Ir-fv v*ooil», 

Her lilv:*^! Ici j»i lu) f<>rec "‘I — 
lb’, to tJsf b«\rU’<{ cs-irt\ tUritit;' <Ue]‘, 

Tlse nnn'’snl)iio<^i emU {!i\ Diiflitj' } cour, 
KiTisVi-rt*, Iter.co the %fhO' in >fbk* ‘ho'.r ' , 

hl'fint- dru'iTr. Jn* t< ol'* , J.cnw burotnliM e n 
(m the ♦b) ; i! iiobitr irorhs of ptneo 
Ht'iice n‘*»^1,in'1 ; anti j-riit r.jir c'jmmercc bimls 
Ttif rrntut of TjalionH in a gaUlcn chTui. 

Ti'c nnfrmlful r''ch ik*r]f, irajtrefjnM by then, 

In ihtA rrltre jnni’ V rints tlio Inc'.il 
Ttu'* livi'lj fl dnttljt tby ravs, 

O l!"!)!, coinjnrt ; (lr% j brijtbt, 

Anit nil na’ivc Intlrc' let rbroirl, 
lbre-*,A'’ U Fpnrllr^ on the fair oi)c''t brcnitf, 

Wuh ttrn rrnltibnn cinuhw Iter eje ’ 
iM Ibcc tinj rnbj it<i ibtp^'nng illovr, 

And wub n wivin?- radianrt Inwnnl ilanir-®, 

« 

rntnj line the rajjjtliirc, solid ether, tnhci 
ti» l">ni ei mltM) ; ond, of excmni; tmcl, 

Tl'f yurj'lc >"tnaimnq amctlnet i*: Ihine 
\Vtth thy o\‘'a nnile the jellov,* top-r humi , 
yor <Vf 1 er vr^£U*-i iher Oi** roho of Sptiv;^, 

\V1,CU iiir^l rhe ynfs it to the fiouUicrn cnle, 
lonn the Rrr-''n cmmM fiheti < 5 . JJut, all comhn <.<1 
'ili'icb thitinrh the vhHciimg ojnl plnj thj l.cnm^ , 
Or, flyinr retcral from iti mirfnce, form 
A trcmhliiij; variance of rcrolnng lines, 

Aji tlic Pitc vanen in the gnrer‘fl Jnntt 
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Home, from Ms morning tast, the swam retreats , 
His flock before Mm stepping to the fold 
WMle the fuU-udder’d mother lows around 
Tlie cheerful cottage, then expecting food, 

The food of innocence and health ' The daw, 

The rook, and magpie, to the gray grown oaks 
(That the calm village in their verdant arms, 
Sheltenng, embrace) direct their ]a2y flight , 

Where on the min gling boughs they sit embowei'’d, 
All the hot noon, till cooler hours arise. 

Faint, underneath, the household fowls convene , 
And, m a comer of the bu22ang shade. 

The house dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies, 
Out-strctch’d and sleepy In his slumbers oue 
Attacks the nightly tMef, and one exults 
O’er MU and dale , tiU, waken’d by the wasp. 

They startmg snap Nor shall the muse disdam 

To let the httle noisy summer-race 

lave m her lay, and flutter tMough her song, 

Not mean though simple to the sun alhed, 

From Mm they draw them ammatmg fire 
Waked by Ms wanner ray, the reptUc young 
Come wing’d abroad , by the light am upborne. 
Lighter, and fnU of soiiL From every clunk, 

And secret corner, where they slept away 
The wintry storms— or rising from them tombs, 

To Mgher life— by mynads, forth at once. 

Swarming they pour, of aU the vaned hues 
Them heauty-heammg parent can disclose. 

Ten thousand forms 1 ten thousand different tnbca i 
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Pcopk tile bl.ue. To stuiny waters some 
By fatal jnstiiict Uy^ where on tlie pool 
They, sportive, iiheel, or, sailing down the stieani, 
Are snatch’d immediate by the qmck-eyed trout, 
Or darting salmon Tlirough the greenwood glade 
Some love to stray , there lodged, amused, and fed, 
In the fresh loaf. Luxurious, others make 
The meads their choice, and visit every flower. 

And every latent herb for the sweet task. 

To propagate their kinds, and where to in^p, 

In what soft beds, their young yet undisclosed, 
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Employs their tender care. Some to the house, 
The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their hight, 

Sip round the pail, or taste the curdlmg cheese 
Oft, inadvertent, from the mdky stream 
They meet their fate , or, wcltcnng m the bowl, 
With povcrless wings around them ivrapt, oxpiie 
But chief to heedless flies the window proves 
A constant death , where, gloomdy letucd. 

The villain spider lives, cunning and fierce, 
hlixtnre abhorr’d 1 Amid a mangled heap 
Of carcases, in eager watch he sits, 

O’erlooking all his waving snares around. 

Near the dire ceb <-he dreadless wanderer oft 
Passes j as oft the ruffian shews liis front 
The prey at last ensnared, he dreadful darts, 

With rapid glide, along the feanmg hno , 

And, fixing m the wretch his cruel fangs, 

Strikes bacirward, gnmly plea.sed the fluttering 
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And sliriUer sound, declare extreme distress, 

An d ask tlie lielping Iiospitablo band 
Resounds tbo bring surface of the ground 
Nor undcligbtful is the ceasele'^s bum. 

To Inm irbo muses tbrougli tbe woods at noon , 

Or drowsy sbepberd, os be lies reclined, 

AVitb balf-sbut eyes, beneath tbe floating shade 
Of willows gray, dose crowding o’er tbe brook 
Gradual, from these what numerous kinds descend 
Evading even tbe microscopic eye ! 

EoR nature swarms uitb life , one wondrous mass 
Of animals, or atoms organised, 

Waitmg tbe vital breath, when Parent-Heaven 
Shall bid bis spirit blow The hoary fen 
In putnd streams, emits tbe kvmg cloud 
Of pestilence. Through subterranean cells, 

Where searchmg sunbeams scarce can find a waj , 
Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf 
Wants not its soft lubabitants. Secure, 

Witlun its uuidiug citadel, tbe stone 

Holds multitudes But chief the forest-bonglis, 

That dance uunumber’d to the playful brccrc, 

Tbe downy orchard, and tbe melting pulp 
Of mellow frmt, the nameless nations feed 
Of evanescent insects. Where tbe pool 
Stands mantled o’er with green, invisible 
Amid tbe floatmg verdure millions stray 
Each hqmd too, whether it pierces, soothes, 

Inflames, refreshes, or exalts tbe taste. 

With van ms foims abounds Nor is the stream 
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Of purest crystal, nor tlie lucid air, 

Thougli one transparent vacancy it seems, 

Void of tlieir unseen people Tliese, conceal’ il 
By tlio kind art of forming Heaven, escape 
The grosser eye of man . for, if tlie worlds 
Tn worlds mclosed slionld on Ins senses burst, 
From cates ambrosial, and the nectar’d bowl 
He would abhorrent turn , and in dead night, 
When silence sleeps o’er all, be stunn’d with noise 
Let no presuming impious railer t.tr 
Creative Wisdom, as if aught was form’d 
In vain, or not for admirable ends 
Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce 
His works unwise, of which the smallest pait 
Exceeds the narrow vision of her mmd ? 

As if upon a full proportion’d dome, 

On swelling columns heaved, the pnde of art ' 

A cntic-fly, whose feeble ray scarce spreads 
An inch around, with blind presumption bold, 
Should dare to tax the structure of the whole. 

And hves the man whose universal eye 

Has swept at once the unbounded scheme of Ihmg'i 

Mark’d their dependence so, and firm accord, 

As inth unfaltering accent to conclude 
That this availeth nought ? Has any seen 
The mighty chain of beings, lessening down 
Erom Infimte Perfection to the brink 
Of dreary nothing, desolate abyss 1 
Prom which astonish’d thought, recoiling, turns t 
'hill then, alone lot zealous praise ascend. 
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jVnd hymns of holy -wonder, to that Po-wer 
Whose MTisdoin shines as lovely on our minds, 

Vs on our smiling eyes his servant-sun 
Tluck in yon stream, of light, a thousand -ways. 
Upward and doTviinard, th-vs'arting and convolved. 
The quivering nations sport , toll, tempest-winged. 
Fierce "Wmtei sweeps them from the face of day 
Even so luxmious men, unheeding, pass 
An idle summer life in fortune’s shme, 

.V glitter ' thus they flutter on 

From toy to toj', from vamty to -nee , 

Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes 
Behmd, and strikes them from the book of hfc 
Non swarms the village o’er the joyful mead 
The rustic youth, bro-wn -with mendian tod, 
Healthful and strong, full as'the summer lose 
Blown by prevaihng suns, the mddy maid, 
Half-naked, swelhng on the sight, and aU 
Her kindled graces buinmg o’er her cheek. 

Even stoopmg ago is here , and infant hands 
Trad the long rake, or, -with the fragrant load 
O’ercharged, amid the land oppression roU, 

Wide flics the tedded gram , all in a row 
Advancing broad, or wheeling round the field, 
They spread their breathing harvest to the sun, 
That tinows lefreshful round a rural smell , 

Or, as tliey rake the green-appearmg ground, 
And dnvo the dusky wave along the mead. 

The russet haycock nses thick behmd, 

In order gay whde heard from dale to dale, 



The mstlo yontb, hro^i'wlth meridbui toll, 
JltflUthfnl tiDd »troi>g fall a* the lamnier roae 
lllOHTi by nrevnlllriif «nnB. the Ttidily maid, 
llnlf iiakeiL on the alfrht, and all 

Her Indira groocs bumlug o er her cheek. 
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Waldug the breeze, resounds the blended voice 
Of happy labour, love, and social glee 
Or rushing thence, in one diCtasire baud, 

Tliey diive the troubled flocks, by many a dog | 

Compell’d, to ■where the mazy-runnmg brook } 

Forms a deep pool, this bank abrupt and high, I 

And that, fair-spreading in a pebbled shore | 

Urged to the giddy bnni^ much is the toil, | 

The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs, I 

Ere the soft fearfnl people to the flood | 

Commit their woolly sides ^ And oft the swain, I 

On some impatient seizuig, hurls tl em m 
Embolden’d then, noi hesitating more, 

Fast, fasf^ they jilunge amid the Hashing ivavc, 

And pantmg labour to the furthest shore 
Hepeated this, till deep the woU-wash’d fleece 
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt 
The trout is banish’d by the sordid stream, 

Hea-vy and dnppwg, to the breezy blow 

Slow move the haimless race , where, as they sprc.ui 

Their su elhng treasures to the sunny ray, 

Inly disturb’d, and wondenng what this vild 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The country fill — and, toss’d from rock to rock. 

Incessant bleatiugs i un around the hills 
At last, of snowy white, the gather’d flocLs 
Are in the ivattled pen mnomerons press’d. 

Head above head , and ranged in lusty rows 
The shepherds sit, and ■whet the sounding shears 
The housewife icaits to roll her fleecy stores, 
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Wifcli all lier gay-drest maids attending round 
One, dnef, m gracious dignity entlironed, 

Slimes o’er tlie rest, tlie pastoral queen, and rays 
Her smiles, swcet-beainmg, on lier shepliord-lnng 
Wilde tlie glad circle round them yield then souls 
To festive mntli, and ivit that knows no gaU. 
Meantime, their joyous task goes on apace 
Some nnnghng stir the melted tar, and some, 

Deep on the new-shorn vagrant’s heaving side, 

To stamp his master’s cypher ready stand , 

Others the unwiUmg wether drag along , 

And, glorymg in his might, the sturdy hoy 
Holds by the twisted horns the indignant rain 
Behold where bound, and of its tohe bereft, 

By needy man, that all-depending lord, 

How meek, how patient, the mdd creature hes ! 
What softness m its melancholy face, 

IVhat dumb complammg innocence appears 1 
Fear not, ye gentle tnbes, ’tis not the knife 
Of hornd slaughter that is o’er yon waved , 

Hoj’tis the tender swam’s weU-gmded shears 
Who havmg now, to pay lus annual care, 

Borrow’d your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 

WiU send you bounding to your lulls again. 

A simple scene 1 yet hence Britannia sees 
Her sohd grandeur rise hence she comuiauda 
The exalted stores of every brighter chme 
The treasures of the sun without lus rage , 

Hence, fervent tdl, with culture, toil, aud arts, 
Wide glows her land , her dreadful thunder hence 
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Hides o’er the waves sublime, and now, even now 
Impending hangs o’er Gallia’s humbled coast ; 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the uorld 
’’Hs raging noon , and, veitical, the sun 
Darts on the head direct Ins forceful r.iys 
O’ci heaven and eni tb, far ns the ranging eye 
Can sweep, a dazzling deluge reigns , and all 
Drom polo to pole, is uiidistingmsh’d bhizc 
In vain the sight, dejected to the ground, 

Stoops for lehef , thence hot-ascending steams 
And keen leflection pam Deep to the root 
Of vegetation paich’d, the cleaving fields 
And shppery law an and hue disclose, 

Blast fanej^’s bloom, and 'wither even the soul 
Echo no more rctiuns the cheerful sound 
Of fiharp’ning scythe, the mower, smking, heaps 
O’er him the humid hay, with flowers perfumed , 
And scarce a chirping grasshopper is heard 
Through the dumb mead. Distressful nature pants. 
The very streams look l.ingmd from afar , 

Or, through the unsliclter’d glade, impatient, seem 
To hull into the covert of the grove 
All conquering heat, oh, intermit thy wroth 1 
And on my throbbing temples potent thus 
Beam not so fierce 1 Incessant still you flow, 

And still another fervent flood succeeds. 

Pour’d on the head iirofuse In vam I sigh, 

And restless turn, and look around for night 
Night is far off, artd hotter hours approach 
Thncc hajipy he ! who ou the sunless side 


TIIOMSO> ij POEMS 

Of a roroautic mountaui, forest-croWd, 

Beneath the A\hole collected shade reclines^ 

Oi in the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought, 

And fresh bedew’d with ever sprouting streams, 

Sits coolly calm, while all the world without, 

Unsatisfied, and sick, tosses in noon 
Emblem instructive of the virtuous man, 

Who keeps his temper’d mind serene, and pure, 

And every passion aptly harmonized, 
jVraid a jarmng world with vice inflamed 
Welcome, ye shades 1 ye bowery thickets, hail 1 
Ye lofty pines ! ye venerable oaks 1 
Ye ashes wdd, icsovmdmg o’er the steep ! 

Debaous is your shelter to the soul, 

As to the hunted hart the saliymg spnng, 

Or stream full-flowing, that his swelling sidc5 
Laves, as ho floats along the herbaged bnnlt. 

Cool, through the nerves, your pleasing -comfort glides , 
The heart beats glad , the fresh expanded eye 
And ear resume their watch , the smews knit , 

And life shoots swift through all the lighten’d limbs, 
Around the adjoining brook that purls along 
The vocal grove, now fretting o’er a rock. 

Now scarcely moving through a reedy pool, 

Now startmg to a sudden stream, and now 
Gently difllnsed mto a limpid plam, 

A various group the herds and flocks compose. 

Rural confusion 1 On the grassy bank 
Some ruminatmgho , while others staud 
Half lu the flood, and often bendmg sip 
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Tlie circling surface In the middle dioops 
Tlio strong laborious ox, of lionest front, 

'Wlucli incomposed lie shakes , and fioin Ins sides 
TJic troublous insects lashes ivitli his tail, 

Kcturmng still Amid his subjects safe, 

Slumbers the monarch-swam , his careless arm 
Thrown round his head, on downy moss sustain’d , 
Hero laid his' scrip, with -wholesome viands fill’d , 
There, listening every noise, Ins watchful dog 
Light fly lus slumbers, if perchance a flight 
Of angry gadflies fasten on the herd, 

That stai tling scatters from the shallow brook, 

In search of lavish stream Tossing the foam. 

They scorn the keeper’s voice, and scour the plain 
Through all the bright seventy of noon , 

While, from their labounng breasts, a hollow moan 
Proceeduig, runs low-bellowing round the hills 
Oft in this season too the horse, provoked, 

While his big sinews full of spints s-v\ell, 

Trembhng with vigour, in the heat of blood. 

Springs the high fence , and, o’er the field effused, 
Darts on the gloomy flood, -wath steadfast eye, 

And heait estranged to fear his nervous chest, 
Luviniant and erect, the seat of strength ! 

Bears down the opposing stream , quenchless lus timst. 
Ho takes the river at redoubled draughts , 

And with wide nostnls, snortmg, skims the wa^ e 
Still let me pierce into the midnight depth 
' Of yonder grove, of wildest, largest growth , 

That, forming high in air a woodland quire, 
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Nods o’er tlic mount beneatli. At ovciy step, 

Solemn and slow, the shadows blacker fall, 

And all is awful bstenmg gloom around 
These aro the haunts of meditation, these 
The scenes where ancient bards the inspiring breath 
Ecstatic, felt , and, from this Morld retired, 

Conversed with angels, and immortal forms. 

On gracious errands bent to save the fall 
Of virtue strugglmg on the brink of lucc , 

In waking whispers, and lepcated dreams. 

To hmt pure thought, and warn the favour’d soul 
For future trials fated to prepare , 

To prompt the poet, who devoted gives 
His muse to better themes , to soothe the pangs 
Of dying worth, and from the patriot’s breast 
(Backward to mmgle m detested war. 

But foremost when engaged) to turn the death , 

And numberless such offices of love. 

Daily and nightly, zealous to perform 
Shook sudden from the bosom of the skj', 

A thousand shapes or ghde athwart the dnsk, 

Or stalk majestic on Deep roused, I feel 
A sacred terror, a severe debght. 

Creep through my mortal frame , and thus, raethmks, 
A voice, than human more, the abstracted car 
Of fancy strikes “ Be not of us afraid. 

Poor landred man ! thy fellow-creatures, we 
From the same Parent-Power our bemgs drew — 

The same our Lord, and laws, and great pursmt 
Once some of ns, like thee, through stormy life 
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ToiMj iompast-be.ttei)j cro wo could ntfcnm 
Tins holy cnliu, tins Lormony of mmd, 

Wiiero puHtj nnd pc.icc innuinglo cluiims. 

Tlieii fcnr not us , but njlh responsive song, 

Ainid llicsc dun recesses, muhsturbhl 
Bv noisj folly nnd discordant mcc, 

Of Mature sing mill us, and Nature’s God 
Here frequent, at the usion.uy hour, 

\Mien mimng midnight reigns or silcntnooii, 

Angelic harps arc in full concei t lien d, 

And voices clmnting from the i.’ood-cromi’d hill, 

The doepeiung dale, or inmost silvan glado, 

A privilege bestow’d by n“, atone, 

On contomphtion, or the haUow'’d car 
Of poet, swelling to senplnc alnun ” 

And art thou, Stanlcj,* of that '.acred band 1 
Alas, for us too soon ! — ^Thougu miscd ahoio 
'Hie reach of human pain, above the flight 
Of human joy, yet, with a mingled raj 
Of sadly pleased remembrance, imist thou feel 
A mother’s loi o, a raotlier’s tender w oe , 

Who seeks thee still m manj a former scene, 

Seeks thy fair form, thj'’ lovely beaming cj es, 

Thy pleasing couvci’se, by gay lively sense 
Inspired — where moral wisdom mildly shouo 
Withont the toil of art, nnd virtue glow’d 
In all her smiles, without forbidding pride. 

But, 0 thou best of parents! wopo tby tears , 

• A j-oiin/ In'lr, •srcll Known to tlio niUior, v-bo died nt tlio ago of otcliloon 
In tUo ycir ITJS. 
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Or ratlier to Pareutai Nature pay 
The tears of grateful joy— wlio for a v\lulo 
Lent thee tins younger self, tlus opening Wooin 
Of tliy enhgliten’d mmd and gentle wortk 
Believe tlie muse the wintry blast of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue , no, they spread 
Beneath the heavenly beam of bnghtcr suns. 

Through endless ages, into lughcr powers 
Thus up the mount, in airy vision rapt^ 
i stray, regardless whither , tdl the sound 
Of a near fall of water every sense 
Wakes from the charm of thought svnft-shnnhing hack, 
I cheek my steps, and view the broken scene. 

Smooth to the shelving brink a copious flood 
lloUs fair, and placid , where collected all, 

In one impetuous torrent, down the steep 
It thundeiing shoots, and shakes the countrj’’ round. 

At first, an azure sheet, it rushes broad , 

Then whitening by degrees as prone it falls, 

And from the loud-resounding rocks below 
Dash’d in a cloud of foam, it sends aloft 
A hoary mist, and forms a ceaseless shower 
Nor can the tortured wave here find repose 
But, raging still amid the shaggy rocks, 

Now flashes o’er the scatter’d fragments, now 
Aslant, the hollow’d channel rapid darts , 

And falhngf.ist from gradual slope to slope, 

With mid infracted course, and lessen’d roar. 

It gams a safer hed, and steals, at last. 

Along the mazes of the quiet vale 
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Xmited from tlie cIifF, to -vvliose dark brow 
Ho clings, tlio steop-asccnding eagle soars, 

Witli upward pmions, tlirougli tlic flood of day, 
And, giving full liis bosom to the blaze, 

Gams on the sun , while all the tuneful lacc, 
Smit by afflictive noon, disorder’d droop. 

Deep in the thicket, or, from bower to bower 
Eesponsive, force an intemipted strain 
The stockdove only through the forest coos, 
Mournfully hoarse , oft ceasing from Ins plimt, 
Short interval of weary woe • agam 
The Sad idea of his murder’d mate, 

Struck from lus side by savage fowler’s guile, 
Across lus fancy comes , and then resounds 
A louder song of sorrow through the grove 
Beside the dewy border let me Bit, 

All in the freshness of the humid air 
There on that hollow’d rock, grotesque and wild, 
iVn ample chair moss lined, and over head 
By flowenng umbrage shaded , where the bee 
Strays ddigent, and with the extracted balm 
Of fragrant woodbme loads Jus httle thigh 
How while I taste the sweetness of the shade, 
While Hature lies around deep lull’d in noon, 
Now come, bold fancy, qircad a danng flight, 
And view the wonders of the tonid zone~ 
Chmes unrelenting I with whose rage compared 
Yon blaze is feeble, and yon skies aro cool 
See, bow at once the bnght-effolgent sun, 
Tlising direct, swift chases from the sky _ 
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1116 sliort-lived twiliglit , <iud willi ardent blaze 
IjooIis gaily fierce tlirongli all llie dazzling air 
He mounts his throne , but Icuid before liim scndSi 
Issuing from out the portals of the mom, 

The general breeze, to mitigate his fire. 

And breathe refresliniont on a fainting \i orld 
Great are the scenes, with dreadful beauty cronn’d 
And barbarous wealtli, that see, each ending year, 
Ileturmng suns and double seasons pass 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with minoi, 
That on the high equator ndgy nse. 

Whence many a biusting stream auriferous plays , 
ilajestic woods, of every vigorous green, 

Stage above stage, lugh waving o’er the lulls, 

Or to the far horizon wide diffused, 

A boundless deep immensity of shade. 

Here loftj' trees, to ancient song unknown, 

The noble sons of potent heat and floods 
Prone msliing from the clouds, rear lugh to heaven 
Their thorny stems, and broad around them throw 
Alendiau gloom. Here, in eternal prune, 
Unnumher’d fruits of keen dehcions tasto 
And vital spmt, dnnk amid the cliffs, 

And burning sands that bank the shrubby vales. 
Redoubled day, yet in their nigged coats 
Afnendly jmee to cool its rago contam 
Bear me, Pomona 1 to thy citron groves , 

To whcie the lemon and the piercmg hme. 

With the deep orange, glowing through the green, 
Their lighter glones blend Lay me reclined 
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Bcupatli the spreading tam.irmd, that shakes, 

Eann’d by the breero, its fevffr-coobng fruit. 

Deep in the night the massy locust slieds, 

Quench my hot hmbs , or lead me through the maze 
Embowenng endless, of the Indian fig , 

Or throivn at gayer ease, on some fair bi ow, 

Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cool’d, 

Broad o’er my head the veidant cedar wave, 

And high palmettos hft their graceful shade. 

Oh ! stretch’d amid these orchards of the sun, 

Give me to dram the cocoa’s milky bowl, 

And from the palm to draw its freshening n me , 

More bounteous far than aU the frau tic juice 
Which Eacchus pours Nor, on its slender twigs 
Low-bending, be the full pomegranate scorn’d , 

^ Nor, creepmg through the woods, the gehd r.ice 
Of berries Oft in humble station dweUs 
Unboastful worth, above fastidious pomp 
Witness, thou best ananas,* thou the pride 
Of vegetable life, beyond whate’er 
The poets imaged m the golden age 
Quick let me strip thee of thy tufty coat, 

Spread thy ambrosial stores, and feast inlh J ove 1 
Erom these the prospect vanes Plains immense 
Lie stretch’d below, interminable meads, 

And vast savannahs, where the wandenng eye, 

Unfix’d, is m a verdant ocean lost 

Another Elora there, of bolder hues 

And richer sweets^ beyond our garden’s pride, 

• llie plnc'apple 
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Plays o’ertlio fields, aud efioTvers witli sudden Iiand 
Ejoiberant Spnng for oft these valleys slitft 
Their green ciuhroidei cl robe to fiery brown, 

And swift to green again, as scorching suns, 

Or streaming dews and torrent rams, prevail 
Along these lonely regions, where, retired 
Prom httle scenes of art, great Nature dwells 
In awful solitude, and nought is seen 
But the wold herds that own no master’s stall, 
Prodigious nvers roll their fattemng seas , 

On whoso luxuriant herbage, half-conccaVd, 

Like a fallen cedar, far diffused Ins train, 

Cased in green scales, the crocodile extends. 

The flood disparts behold I in plaited mail, 
Behemoth* rears his head Glanced from his side. 
The darted steel in idle shivers flies 
He fearless walks the plain, or seeks the hills , 
Where, as he crops his varied faro, tho herds, 

In widemng circle round, forget their food. 

And at the harmless stranger wondenng gaze, 
Pencefnl, beneath pnmeval trees that cast 
Tlieir ample shade o’er Niger’s yellow stream, 

And where the Gauges rolls his sacred wai e, 

Or ’mid the central depth of blackening woods 
Higli raised in solemn theatre around. 

Leans the huge elephant, wisest of brutes ' 

O truly wise 1 ivitb gentle might endow’d, 

Though powerful, not destructive. Here ho sees 
Bevolving ages sweep the changeful earth, v 
* Tlio Wpiwpolamus or river liorBO.—T 
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Aild empires rise and fall , regaidless lie 
Of wliat tlie never-resting race of men 
Project thrice happy I could he ’scape their gmle, 
Who mine, from cruel avarice, his steps , 

Oi Tmth the toivery grandeur sweU. their state, 

The pnde of lungs > or else his strength pervert, 

And bid hun rage amid the mortal fray, 

Astonish’d at the madness of manlcind 
Wide o’er the winding umbrage' of the floods, 

I Like vivid blossoms glowing from afar, 

Thick-swarm the brighter birds Por Nature’s hand, 
That with a spditive vanity has deck’d 
Ihe plumy nations, there her gayest hues 
Profusely pours But, if she bids them shine, 

Array’d m all the beauteous beams of day, 

Yet frugal stfll, she humbles them in song * 

' Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent 

Proud Montezuma’s realm, whose legions cast 
A boundless radiance uaviiig on the sun. 

While philomel is ouis , wlule in our shades, 

Through the soft sdeucc of the listenmg night. 

The sober-smted songstress tnlls her lay 
But come, my muse, the desert-barrier bnist, 

I A wild expanse of lifeless sand and slcy , 

I And, swifter than the toihng caravan, 

Shoot o’er the vale of Sennaar, ardent chmb 
The Nubian mountains, and the secret bounds 
Of j ealous Abyssmia b oldly pierce 

I « Tn nil t1)o tegloim of Iho tonld rono, tbo birds, though tnoro bo-nlllul hi 

j the r i)lnm gL ri *e i erved to ho loss melodious tlmi o(ut — T 
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TuoHsox’s ronis. 

Thou art no ruffian, who beneath the mask 
Of social commerce com’st to rob tbor Trcalth . 
hTo holy fury thou, blaspheming heaven, 

With consecrated steel to stab their peace, 

And through the land, jet red from civil nouuds 
To spread the purple tjTanny of Home, 

Thou, like the harmless bee, mayst freely range, 
From mead to mead bnght with cxxdted flowers, 
From jasmine grove to grove , maj'St uandergay, 
Through palraj' shades and aromatic woods, 

That grace the pLaiiis, lua cst the peopled hilli, 
And up the more thru Alpine monntains wave - 
There on the breezy summit, spreading fair 
For many a league , or on stupendous rocks, 
That from the sun redoubling valley hfh 
Cool to the middle an-, their lavmy tops. 

Where palaces, and fanes, and villas rise , 

And gardens smile around, and cultured fields 
And fountains gush , and careless herds ana 
flocks 

Securely stray , a world withm itself, 

Disdaimng all assault there let me draw 
Ethereal soul, there dnnk rcvivmg gales, 
Profusely breathing from the spicv groves, 

And vales of fragrance , there at distance hear 
The roanng floods, and cataracts, that sweep 
From disembowell’d earth the viigui gold , 

And o’er the varied landscape, restless, rove, 
Fervent with life of every fairer kmd 
A land of wonders } which the sun snii eyes 
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Wifcli ray direct, ai of tlie lovely realm 
Enamour’d, and delighting there to dvrell 
How changed the scene ! In blazing height of noon, 
Tlie sun, oppress’d, is plunged m thickest gloom 
Still horror reigns, a drcaiy tiwlight round, 

Of strugghng night and day malignant mix’d. 

For to the hot equator crowding fast. 

Where, highly rarefied, the yielding air 
Admits their stream, incessant vapours roll, 

Amazmg clouds on clouds contmual heap’d , 

Or ivliirl’d fcmpesthous by the gusty wind, 

Or silent homo along, heavy and slow, 

With the big stores of steammg oceans charged 
Ifcantimo, amid these upper seas, condensed 
Around the cold at'iial mountain’s brow. 

And by conflicting wmds together dash’d, 

'Ihc thunder holds his black tremendous throne , 

From cloud to cloud the rendmg lightnings rage , 

Till, in the funous elemental nar 
Dissolved, the whole precipitated mass 
Unbroken floods and sohd tonents pours 
The treasures these, hid from the bounded search 
Of ancient knowledge, whence, v/ith annual pomp 
Ilich king of floods ! o’erflows the swelling Nile 
From his two springs, m Qojam’s sunny realm, 
Pure-weUmg out, he through the lucid late 
Of fair Dambea rolls his infant stream 
There, by the Naiads nursed, he sports away 
His playful youth, amid the fragrant isles 
That with unfading verdure smile around. 
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Ambitious, thence the manly river breolcs , 

And gathering many a flood, read copious fed 
^Ylth all the mellow’d treasures of the shy, 

"Wrads in progressive majesty along 
Through splendid langdoms now devolves his maze , 
Now wanders wild o’er sohtary tracts 
Of hfe-deserted sand , till, glad to quit 
The joyless desert, down the Nubian roclcs, 

From thundermg steep to steep, he pours lus urn, 
And !Egypt joys beneath the spreading wave. 

His brother Niger too, and all the floods 
In which the futl-form’d, maids of Afric la\e 
Their jetty limbs , and all that from the tract 
Of woody mountains stretch’d through gorgeous Ind 
Fall on Cormandcl’s coast, or Malabar, 

From Menam’s orient stream, that mghtly shines 
With insect-lamps, to where Aurora sheds 
On Indus’ smiling banks the rosy shower , 

All, at this bounteous season, ope their urns. 

And pour untoihng harvest o’er the land 
Nor less thy world, Columbus, dnuks, refresh’d. 
The lavish moisture of the meltmg year 
Wide o’er his isles, the branching Onnoquo 
Bolls a brown deluge , and the native drives 
To dwell aloft on life-sufficmg trees — 

At once his dome. Ins robe, his food, and arms 
Swell’d by a thousand streams, impetnous hurl’d 
From all the roanng Andes, huge descends 
The mighty Orellana Scarce the Muse 
Dares stretch her wing o’er this enormous mass 




Of mlnnff Ts-atcr , '=c,\rcc she dares attempt 
The* sea-liLc Plata; to \\I 103 e dread evpanse, 
Conhimous depth, and rvondrons length of course, 
Our floods are nils With unabated force, 

In silent djgmty thoi sweep along, 

And traverse realms luikiiowui, and blooming wilds, 
And fruitful deserts — worlds of sohtude. 

Where the sun smiles and seasons teem m vain. 
Unseen and nnonjoy’d Forsalang these, 

Ocr peopled plains thc> fair-diffusivo flow. 

And many a nation feed, and circle safe. 

In their soft bosom, many a happy isle , 

The seat of bLainclcss Pan, j'ct nudisturb’d 
By Clinstimi cnracs and Europe’s cnicl sons 
Thus pounng on they proudly seek the deep, 

Wliose vanqmsh’d tide, recoiling fiom the shock, 
Yields to the liquid w'cight of half the globe , 

And ocean trembles for Lis green domain 
'But what avails this wondrous waste of wealth, 
This gay profusion of luxurious bliss. 

This pomp of Nature ? what their balmy mendr, 
Their pow'erful herbs, and Ceres void of pam 1 
By vagrant birds dispersed, and wafting wind"’. 

What their implanted fruits 1 what the cool draughts. 
The ambrosial food, iich gums,' and spicy health. 
Their forests yield ? their toiling insects what, 

Tlicir silky pride, and vegetable robes 1 
Ah 1 what avad their fatal treasures, Jud 
Deep in the bowels of tbo pitying earth, 

Qolconda’s gems, and sad Potosi’s mines 1 
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Wlierc dwelt tlie gentlest children of the sun 5 
What all that Afritfs golden nvers roll, 

Her odorous •woods, and shining ivory stores 1 
Ill-fated race I the softening arts of peace, 

Wbate’er the humanizing muses teach , 

The godhke wisdom of the temper’d breast j 
Progressive truth, the patient force of thought , 
Investigation calm, whose silent powers 
Command the world , the light that loads to heaver 
Kmd equal rule, the government of laws, 

And aU protectmg freedom, which alone 
Sustams the name and dignity of man 
These are not theurs The parent-sun lumsclf 
Seems o’er this world of daves to tjTannize , 

And, ivith oppressive ray, the roseate bloom 
Of beauty blastmg, gives the gloomy hue. 

And feature gross, or worse, to ruthless deeds, 

Mad jealousy, bhnd rage, and fell revenge, 

Them fervid spmt fires Love dwells not there , 
The soft regards, the tenderness of hfe. 

The heart-shed tear, the meffable dobght 
Of sweet humomty these court the beam 
Of milder climes , in selfish fierce desme, 

And the "wild fury of voluptuous sense, 

There lost. The very brute creation theie 
This rage partakes, and bums with homd fire. 

Lo ! the green serpent, from Ins dark abode, 
Which even unagmation fears to tread, 

At noon forth-issumg, gathers up his train 
In orbs immense, then, darting out anew. 


Seeks tlio refrcsliing fountj b)* ivbicli diffused, 

He tbroTVs Ids folds \ and sviiile, mtk tbreaf ning tongue 
And dcatbful jwa erect, the monster curls 
IHs fluniing crest, all otbei thirst appall’d, 

Or slnveruig flics, or check’d at distance stands, 

Nor dares approach But still more direful he. 

The small close-lurking numster of fate, 

__ * 

Whose high-concoctcd venom through the veins 
A rapid lightning darts, arresting swift 
The -vutal current Borm’d to humble man, 

Tills child of vcugcfol Nature ' There, sublimed 
To fearless lust of blood, tlic savage race 
Bonn, heensed by tlio shading hour of guilt, 

And foul misdeed, wheu the pure day has shut 
IBs sacred eye. The tiger, dnrbng fierce. 

Impetuous on the prey lus glance has doom’d, 
Thebvely shining leopard, speckled o’er 
With many n spot, the beauty of the waste , 
iVnd, scorning all the taming arts of man, 

The keen hyena, fcllcst of the fell 
These, rushing from the inhospitable woods 
Of Mauntama, or the tufted isles, 

That verdant nso amid the Libyan •mid, 

Inniuncrous glare around their shaggy ling, 

ILajestic, stalking o’er the punted sand. 

And, mth imperious and repeated roars. 

Demand their fated food The fearful flocks 
Crow'd near the guardian swam , the nobler herds, 

■Where round therr lordly bull, in rural case. 

They ruminating lie, ■with horror lieai 
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The coming rage The awaken’d villago starts , 
And to her fluttering breast the mother strains 
Her thoughtless uifant From the pirate’s deu, 
Or stem ilorocco’s tyrant fang, escaped. 

The wretch half-avishes for his bonds agam , 
While, uproar all, the mldeincss resounds, 

From Atlas eastw ird to the frighted Nile 
Unhappy he 1 nho from the first of jojs, 
Societj', cut of]^ IS left alone 
Amid this world of death Day after day. 

Sad on the jutting cnnncnce he sits, 

And views the mam that ever toils below , 

Still fondly forming m the furthest verge. 

Where the round ether mixes n ith the waa c, 
Ships, dim-discovei’d, dropping from the clonda 
At evenmg, to the settmg sun ho turns 
A mournful eye, and down his djmg heart ' 
Smks helpless , while the avonted roar is up. 
And hiss contmual through the tedious night 
Yet here, even here, into these black abodes 
Of monsters, nnappall’d, from stoopmg Home, 
And guilty Ciesar, Liberty retired, 

Her Oato following through Humidinn wilds , 
Disdamful of Campania’s gentle plains. 

And all the gieen debghts Ausouia poms — 
When for them she must bend the servile knee, 
And fawnmg take the splendid robber’s boon 
Nor stop the terrors of those regions here. 
Commission’d demons oft, angels of wrath, 

Let loose the raging elements Breathed hot 
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From nil lb^ bonndlcss furnncc of tljo hby, 

And ibo '(Jdc glittering nn'sle of burning sand, 

A finnbeatuig the jnlgrnn stmtes 
With ins! uit death Piticnt of thirst nnd toil, 

£>on of the desert ! even the came! feels, 

SJiol throngli Ins Slither’d licnrt, tlic fierj' blast 
Or from tholdnck-red ether, bursting broad, 

^^^lllIcs the sudden axhirlwiiid. Si might the sands, 
Comnioe cd around, m gnlhenng eddies jilny , 

Nearer nnd nearer still they dnik’inug come , 

Till, r\5th the gcncnlnll involving storm 
Sntp! iij>, the av hole continuous avilds nnse, 

‘ And bv their iioondnj fount dejected throini, 

Or sunk nt night m sad dis-astrous sleep, 

Ilenc4alh descending hills, the caravan 
Js bnnctl deep In Cairo's crowded streets 
Tile impatient merchant, aroiidcring, traits in vain, 
And Jfccca saddens at the long dclaj 
But chief at sea, whose every flexile wave 
Obejsthc blast, the ncnal Inmnlt swells. 

In the dread ocean, undulating wide, 

Beneath the radiant line that girts the globe, 

The Circling Tjphon,* whirled from point to point, 
lilxhanstiiig all tlic rage of nil theskv, 

And dire Ecucplda,* reign Amid the hcaven«, 

Falsely Pcrcno, deep in a cloudy t speck 
Compress’d, the mighty tempest brooding dwells 
Of no regard, save to tlio slalfnl eye, 

• Tjtilion ftiJfl ncflcj.htn, mmen of parllculw nlormij or liurricnnox, knerm 
■>( ly lictivcoii tUo Irojilcff — T 

I CaUc-l lij tTilotc Iho Ox me, iKiInr In aiipcaranco at first no blg^or — T 
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Fiery and foul, the small prognostic hangs 
Aloft, or on the promontory’s brow 
Musters its force A faint deceitful calm, 

A fluttenng gale, the demon sends before, 

To tempt the spreadmg saiL Tlicn down at once 
Precipitant, descends a mingled mass 
Of roanng winds, and flame, and nishmg floods 
In wild amazement fix’d the sailor stands. 

Art IS too slow By rapid fate oppress’d, 

His broad-wmg d vessel dnnks the whelming tide, 

Hid m the bosom of the black abyss. 

With such mad seas the danng Gama* fought, 

For many a day, and many a drcndfol night. 

Incessant, labouring round the stormy Gape , 

By bold ambition led, and bolder thirst 

Of gold For then, from ancient gloom, emerged 

The nsmg world of trade the gemiis, then. 

Of navigation, that m hopeless sloth 
Had slumber’d on the vast Atlantic deep 
For idle ages, startmg, heard at Last 
The Lusitanian Prmce,t who, heaven inspired, 

To love of useful glory roused mankmd. 

And m unbounded commerce mix’d the world. 

Increasmg stiU the terrors of these storms. 

His jaws horrific arm’d with threefold fate, 

Here dwells the direful shark. Lured by the scent 

* Vasco de Gama, tho first who railed ronnd Afnca, Uy tho Capo of Goo 1 
Hope to tho East Indies. 

t Don Henty, third son to John the First, King of Portugal His stroiig 
penlosto tho dlf covery of n6w countries vms the chief sourco of all the mo- 
dem improTements tn navigaUou, 
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Of steaming crowds, of lank disease, and death, 

Behold ! he rushing cuts the bnny flowl, 

Swift as the gale can hear the ship along , 

And from the partners of that cruel trade, 

Wliicli spoils unhappj' Guinea of her sons, 

Demands his share of prc}' — demands themselves 
The stormy fates descend one death mvolvcs 
Tyrants and slaves, wlicn straight, their mangled limhs 
Crashing at once, ho djes the purple seas 
With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal 
\yiicn o’er tins woild, by equinoctial rams 
F/ooded immense, loolvs out the joyless stin, 

And draws the copions steam, from swampy fens, 

Where putrefaction into life ferments, 

And breathes destructive mjTiads j or from wood«, 
Impcuctrahlo shades, recesses foul, 

In aapours rank and blue corniption wrapt, 

Whose gloomy horrors 5 ct no desperate foot 
Has ever dared to pierce — then, wasteful, foith 
Walks the dire power of pestilent disease. 

A thousand hideous fiends her course .attend, 

Sick nature blasting, and to heartless w oe. 

And feeble desolation, casting down 
Tlie tow ermg hopes and all the prido of man 
Such as, of late, at C.irthagcna quench’d 
The British lire You, gallant Vernon,* saw 
The miserable scene , you, pitying, saw 
To infant-weakness sunk the av.ari loir’s arm , 


* AtlmlnU Vcnion, vlio coramandotl tho UrlUBli fleet nt Uio tnUnff of Tor'e 
ncllolii ^DVetnlKlt‘ 17D9 


80 — 'Tv-n 

the deep-rccldn - ms- fh- gljr^Jy fonn^ 

Iip rale-mBrens^. rniedie hmsdess ^ 
ho more ^rh nrdoxa- IjrIsLfc ; yoniesrd the groans ~ 

t agonizing shin^s^m shore to shore; ‘ 

Heard, mghUj ploEgaj 333^5 snllen wrres. ' 

frequent coTse-^fc2e 03 eroh other add, , 

^ sad presage tie W:mk nsrishmts seem’d, - 

^drat,toask,iviomFateTror!ldnerfcenimii ' . 

\\n ^ n^enhon those inclement skies 

^ere,fre.inent o’er tie ackening city, plague, ' ' 

fiercest ciiid of Kernels divine, 

Descends? From rthiopia’s poison’d ivood^ . 

stifled Quro s filth, and fetid fields 
H ith locustarmies pntrefjnng^ hcatfd, 

IS great destroyer sprung Her aivfnl rane 

Tie brutes escape. Han is her destined pr^, - 
Intemp^erate man ! and o’er iis gmltv domes - , ' 

bio ^n-s a close incumbent cloud of death ; ' ^ ' 

Unmterrupted by the living winds, 

•orbid to blow a wholesome breeze; and stain’d - ' 
With many a mature by the sun, suffused. 

Of angry aspect Pnncely wisdom, tten, 

Eojeofe ta w.,chM ,■ 

Off»Moj„shc«,ae6«;toj,a - ' - 

lie sword and balance fi 

ll.loac,votsto£d«j.fe sodden Wd . 

Mfadeolcgmitboolvoij ^ Cist origin of tljo plA5uo,luDr 
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Tlic cheerful liaunt of men — unless escaped 
From the doom’d house, where matchless horror 
reigns, 

Shut up by barbarous fear, the simttcn wretch, 
With frenzy wild, breaks loose, and, loud to hcaa en 
Screaming, the dicadful policj’’ arraigns, 

Inhuman and unwise. The sullen door, 

Yet uninfected, on its cautious lunge 
Fearing to turn, abhors society. 

Dependants, friends, relations, love himself 
Saauged by woe, forget the tender tic, 

Tlie sweet engagement of the foehng licart 
But vam their selfish caco * the circling slcy, 

Tlic wide enlivening air is full of fate , 

And, struck by turns, m solitary pangs 
They fall, unblcst, untended, and unmourn’d 
Thus o’er tho proatiato citv black despair 
Extends her raven uing , uliile, to complete 
The scene of desolation, stretch’d around, 

The gnra guards stand, denying all retreat, 

And gi\o tho flying wetch n bettor death 
Much yet remams unsung tho rage intense 
Of brazen-vaulted skies, of iron fields, 

^Vhoro drought and famiue starve tho blasted year 
Fired by tho torch of noon to tenfold rage, 

Tho infunato hill that shoots tho pillar’d fiamo , 
And, roused within tho subterranean world, 

Tlio expanding earthquake, that rosistloss shakes 
Aspinng cities from their sohd base, 

And buncs mountauis in the flaming gulph 
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Gut ’tas enougli ^ return, my vagrant muse 
nearer scene of horror calls thee home. 

Behold, slow-settlmg o'er the lund grove, 

Unusual darkness broods , and grooving gams, 

The full possession of the sky, surcharged 
Ulth rvrathful vapour, from the secret beds, 

Where sleep the mineral generations, draim. 

Thence mtre, sulphur, and the fiery spume 
Of fat bitumen, steaming on the day, ■ 

With vanons-tmctured trains of latent flame, 

Pollute the sty, and in ^ on baleful cloud, 

A. reddeumg gloom, a magaiane of fate. 

Ferment , tiff, by tie touci etiereaf rousea’, 

The dash of douds, or imtatmg var 
Of fightmg rmds, while all is calm below, 

They funous spring A bodmg silence reigns, 

Dread through the dun expanse , save the doll sound 
That from the mountain, previous to the stotm. 

Rolls o’er the muttenng earth, disturbs the flood. 

And shakes the forest-leaf without a breath. 

Prone, to the lowest vale, the aenal tribes 
Descend the tempest-loving raven scarce 
Dares wmg the dubious dusk. In rueful gnze 
The cattle stand, and on the scowling heavens 
Cast a deplonng eye , by man forsook, 

Who to the crowded cottage hies him fast, 

Or seeks the ehdter of the downward cave. 

Ths listemng fear, and dumb amazement all 
When to the startled eye the sudden glance. 

Appears far south, eruptive through the doufl 

I — : — 
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And foUoTvong slower, in explosion vast. 

Tlie ttunder raises his tremendous voice 
At first, Leard solemn o’er the verge of Iieaveu, 
Tlie tempest growls , but as it nearer comes. 

And rolls its awful burden on the wmd, 

The bghtnings flash a larger curve, and more 
The noise astounds — tdl over bead a sheet 
Of bvid flame discloses wide, then shuts 
And opens wider, shuts and opens still 
Expansive, wrappmg ether in a blaze 
Follows the loosen’d aggravated roar, 

Enlarging, deepening, mingling, peal on peal 
Crush’d horrible, convulsmg heaven and eartk 
Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail. 

Or prone-descending rain Wide-rent, the clouds 
Pour a whole flood , and yet, its flame unquench'd, 
Tiie unconquerable hghtmng struggles through, 
Eagged and fierce, or in red whirling balls, 

And fii es the mountams with redoubled rage. 

Black from the stroke, above, the smouldenng pine 

Stands a sad shatter’d trunk , and, stretch’d below, 

A lifeless group the blasted Cattle ho 

Here the soft flocks, with that same harmless look 

They wore alive, and ruminatmg still 

In fancy’s eye , and there the frowning bull, 

An d ox half-Taased Struck on the castled chlf, 

The venerable tower and spiry fane 
Jtesign them aged pnde The gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess. 

Wide flaming out, their rrerabhng inmates shaka 
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Gut ’ti8 enough j return, my vagrant muHC , 

A. nearer scene of horror calls thee home. 

Behold, slow-settling o’er the lund grove, 

Unusual darkness broods , and growing gains, 

The full possession of the sky, surcharged 
■With wrathful vapour, from the secret beds, 

Where sleep the mineral generations, drawn 
Thence mtre, sulphur, and the fiery spume 
Of fat bitumen, steaming on the day, ' 

With vanous-tmetured trains of latent flame, 

Pollute the sky, and m ^ on baleful cloud, ^ 

A reddenmg gloom, a magazine of fate, 

Ferment , till, by the touch ethereal roused, 

Tiio dash of douds, or irritating war 
Of fightmg wmds, while all is calm below, 

They funous sprmg A bodmg silence reigns, 

Dread through the dun expanse , save the dull sound 
That from the mountam, previous to the storm, 

Rolls o’er the muttenng earth, disturbs tbe flood. 

And shakos the forest-leaf without a breath. 

Prone, to the low-est vale, the aenal tubes 
Descend the tempest loying raven scarce 
Dares wmg the dubious dusk. In rueful gaze 
The cattle stand, and on the scowhng heavens 
Cast a deplormg eye , by man forsook, 

Who to the crowded cottage hies him fast, 

Or seeks the shdter of the downward cave. 

’Tis listemng fear, and dumb amazement ail 
When to the startled eye the sadden glance 
Appears far south, eruptive through the cloud 
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And following slower, in eiqilosion vast 
The thunder raises his tremendous voice 
At first, heard solemn o’er the Acrge of heaven, 
The tempest growls , but as it nearer comes. 

And rolls its awful burden on the wind, 

The hghtnings flash a largei cuiwe, and more 
The noise astounds — till over head a sheet 
Of livid flame discloses wide, then shuts 
And opens wider, shuts and opens still 
Evpansive, wrappmg ether in a blaze. 

Follows the loosen’d aggravated roar, 

Enlarging, deepening, muighng, peal on peal 
Crush’d horrible, convulsing heaven and earth 
Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail. 

Or prone-desccnding mn Wide-rent, the clouds 
Pour a whole flood , and j'et, its flame unquench’d, 
The unconquerable lightning struggles through, 
Bagged and fierce, or in red whirhiig balls. 

And fires the mountams with redoubled rage. 

Black from the stroke, above, the smouldering pine 
Stands a sad shatter’d trunk , and, stretch’d below, 
A lifeless group the blasted cattle ho 
Here the soft flocks, with that same harmless look 
They wore alive, and mminatmg still 
In fanny’s eye , and tliere the frowning bull, 

And ox half-raised Struck on the castled chlf, 

The venerable tower and spiry fane 
Jlesign their aged pnde The gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess. 
Wide-flaming out, their trembhng inmates shake 

L ^ 
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Anud CarnnTVon’s mountains rages loud 
The repercussivo roar , 'witli migMy crush, 

Into the flashing deep, from the rude roeVs 
Of Ponmaen Maur heap’ d hideous to the sh-j , 

Tuiuhle the smitton chfls , and Suo\s don’s pcah, 
Dissolving, instant yields lus vuntry load. 

Far-seen, the heights of heathy Ciioviot blaze, 

And Thulb bellows through hci utmost isles 
Gmlt hears appall’d, witli deeply troubled thought , 
And yet not always on the guilty head 
Descends the fated flash Young Celadon 
And his Amelia were a matchless pair , 

With equal virtue form’d, and equal grace, 

The same, distinguish’d by their sex alone 
Hers the mild lustre of the blooming mom, 

And his the radiance of the risen day 
They loved hut such them guileless passion was- 
As in the dawn of time uiform’d the liaart 
Of innocence, and undisscmblmg truth, 

’Twas friendship heighten’d by tbe mutual wish, 

The enchanting hope, and sjunpathctic glow, 

Beam’d from the mutual oya Devotmg all 
To love, each was to each a dearer self , 

Supremely happy in the awaken’d power 
Of €ivmg joy Alone, amid the shades, 

Still m harmomons intercourse they hved 
'The rural day, and talk’d the flowing he.aTt, 

Or sigh’d and looked unutterable things 
Bo pass’d their life, a clear united stream 
By care unruffled , till, in evil hour, 
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The tempest caught them on the tender walli, 
Heedless how far, and where its mares stray’d, 
While, with each other blest, creative love 
Still bade eternal ]^den smile around. 

Heavj'^ with Instant fate, her bosom heaved 
Unwonted sighs, and steahng oft a look 
Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 
FoU tearful, wettmg her disorder’d cheek 
In vam assunug love, and confidence 
In Heaven, repiess’d her feai , it grow, and shook 
Her frame near dissolution Ho perceived 
Tlie unequal conflict , and, as angels loolc 
On dymg saints, his eyes compassion shed, 

With love lUumined high. “Fear not,” he said, 
"Sweet innocence ! thou stranger to offence. 

And mward storm I He who yon skies involves 
In froivns of darkness, over smiles on thee 
With kmd regard. O’er thee the secret shaft 
That wastes at midraght, or the undreaded hour 
Of noon, flies harmless , and that very voice 
Which thunders terror through the guilty lieart. 
With tongues of seraphs whispers peace to thine 
’Tis safety to be near thee sure, and thus 
To clasp perfection I ” From his void embrace, 
Mystenous Heaven I that moment, to the ground, 
A blacken’d corse, was struck the beauteous maid. 
But who can pamt the lover, as he stood. 

Pierced by severe amazemenl^ hating life, 
Speechless, and fix’d in all the death of woe 1 
So, faint resemblance, on the marble tomb 


86 


THoirsoi^’s poEais 


The well dissemhled monmer stooping stands, 

Por ever silent, and for ever sad 
As from the face of heaven the shatter* d clouds 
Tumultuous rove, the interminable sky 
Subhmer swells, and o’er the wodd expands 
A purer azure, hfature, from the storm, 

Shmes out afresh , and through the lighten’d air 
A higher lustre and a clearer calm, 

Diffusive, tremble , while, as if m sign 
Of danger past, a gbttenng robe of joy. 

Set off abundant by the yellou ray, 

Invests the fields, yet dropping from distress. 

’Ths beauty all, and grateful song around, 
dom’d to the low of fane, and numerous bleat , 

Of flocks thick mbbhng through the clover’d vale 
And shall the hymn be maidd by thankless man, 
Most-favour’d , who with voice articulate 
Should lead the chorus of this lower world 1 
Shall he, so soon forgetful of the hand 
That hush’d the thunder, and serenes the sky, 
Extinguish’d feel that spark the tempest waked, 

: That sense of powers exccedmg far his own, 

Ere yet his feeble heart has lost its fears 1 

Cheer’d by the mdder beam, the spnghtly yonth 
Speeds to the well known pool, whose crystal depth 
A sandy bottom shews Awhile he stands 
Qazmg the inverted landscape, half afraid 
To meditate the blue profound below , 

Then plunges headlong down the circhng flood. 

■ffis ebon tresses and bis rosy cheek 

: 
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Instant emerge j and tlirougli tlie obedient wave, 

A± each, short breathing by his lip rcpell’d, 

With arms and legs accoi ding well, he makes, 

As humour leads, an easy-windmg path ; 

Willie, from his polisli’d sides, a dewy liglit 
Effuses on the pleased spectatoia roimd. 

Tbis IS the purest ovcrciso of health. 

The land refresher of tbe summer heats , 

Nor, when cold Wmter keens the bnght’ning flood 
Would I wealc-shivenng hngcr on tbe hnnL 
Thus life redoubles , and is oft preserved, 

By the bold swimmer, in the swift illapso 
Of accident disastrous Hence the hmbs 
Kmt into force , and tlie same Eoman arm 
That rose victonous o’er tbe conquer’d earth. 

First learn’d, while tender, to subdue the wave 
Even, from tbe body’s punty, the mind 
Eeceives a secret sympathetic aid 

Close in the covert of an hazel copse, 

Where wmded into pleasing sohtudes 
Buns out the rambling dale, young Damon eat , 
Pensive, and pierced with love’s dehgbtful pangs 
There to the stream that down tbe distant rocks 
Hoarse-murmunng feU, and plamtive breeze that ]'lay’d 
Among the bendmg wfllows, falsely he 
Of Musidora’s cruelty complam’d. 

She felt his flame, but deep withm her breast, 

In bashful coyness, or in maiden pnde. 

The soft return conceal’d — save when it stole 
In side-long glances from her downcast eye, 
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Or from her swelling soul in stifled Biglis 
'J’oucli’d by the scone, no stranger to Ins vows, 

He framed a melting lay, to tr>’ her heart , 

And, if an infant passion atnigglcd there, 

To call that passion forth Thrice happy swam 
A Inchy chance, that oft decides the fate 
Of mighty monarchs, then decided thme. 

For, lo * conducted by the laughing loves, 

Tins cool retreat his Mnsidora sought 
Warm on her cheek the sultry season glow’d , - 
And, robed in loose arrnj, she came to bathe 
Her fervent limbs in the refrcslung strcani 
Wliat shall ho do 1 In sweet confusion lost, 

And dubions fluttenngs, ho awhile remain’d 
A pure ingcnuons elegance of soul, 

A dchcato refinement known to few, 

Perplex’d his breast, and urged bira to retire 
But love forbade. Yo prudes in virtno, say, 

Say, yo severest, what would you have done 1 
Meantime, this fairer nymph than ever blest 
Arcadian stream, with timid eye around 
The banks siuveymg, shipp’d her beauteous limbs. 
To taste the luad coolness of the flood. 

Ah 1 then, not Pans on the pmy top 
Of Ida panted stronger, when aside ' 

The nval goddesses the veil divino 

Cast unconfaned, and gave him all their charms. 

Than, Damon, thou , as from the snowy leg, 

And slender foot, the inverted silk she drew ; 

As the soft touch dissolved the virgin zone , 
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And, tlirougli the parting robe, the alternate breast, 
With youth ■nuld-throbbing, on thy lawless gaze 
In full luxunance rose But, desperate youth, 

How durst thou risk the soul-distracting -view, 

As from her naked hnibs, of glowing white, 
Harmonious swcU’d by Nature’s finest hand, 

In folds loose floating fell the fainter lawn, 

And fair-exposed she stood — shrunk from herself 
With fancy blushing, at the doubtful bree/o 
Alarm’d, and starting Idee the fearful fawn i 
Then to the flood she mail’d the parted flood 
Its lovely guest with closing waves received ; 

And every beauty softemng, every grace 
Flushing anew, a mellow lustre shed — 

As shines the hly through the crystal mild. 

Or as the rose amid the morning dew, 

Fresh from Aurora’s hand, more sweetly glona " 
While thus she wanton’d, now beneath the vave 
But dl-conceal’d, and now with streaming locks. 
That half-embi'aced her in a humid veil, 

Bising again, the latent Damon drew 

Sudi maddemng draughts of beauty to the soul, 

As for awhile o’crwholm’d liis raptured thought 
With luxury too daimg Checldd, at last, 

By love’s respectful modesty, ho deem’d 
The theft profane, if aught piofano to love 
Can o’er be deem’d, and, stiugghng from the shade 
With headlong fury fled , but first these lines. 

Traced by his ready pencil, on the bank 

With trembhng hand he thiew “ Bathe on, my fair, 
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Yet unbebeld save by tbe sacred eye 
Of faitliful love I go to guard tby haunt , 

To keep from thy recess each vagrant foot, ' 

And each hcentious eye.” With wild surprise, 

As if to marble struck, devoid of sense, 

A stupid moment motionless she stood 
So stands the statue that enchants the world ,* 

So bending tries to veil the matchless boast, 

The mmgled beauties of exultmg Greece 
Eecovenng, swift she flew to find those robes 
Which bhsaful Eden knew not , and, arra3’’d 
In careless haste, the alarmmg paper snatch’d. 

But when her Damon’s well-known hand she saw 
Her terrors vanish’d, and a softer tram 
Of mix’d emotions, hard to be described. 

Her sudden bosom seizied shame void of guilt, 
The charmmg blush of innocence, esteem ' 

And admiration of her lover’s flame. 

By modesty exalted. Even a sense 
Of sdf-approvmg beauty stole across 
Her busy thought At length, a tender calm 
Hush’d by degrees the tumult of her soul , 

And on the spreading beech, that o’er the stream 
Incumbent hung, she with the sylvan pen 
Of rural lovers this confession carved. 

Which soon her Damon kis^d with weepmg joy 
“Dear youth I sole judge of what these verses 
mean, ^ 

By fortune too much favour’d, hut hy love, 

- XUo Toaxis do Medld, in tho ImporitU QalloiT at Florjnco 
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Aka ! not favour’d less, be still as now 
Discreet j the tune may come you need not fly” 

The sun has lost his rage his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth, 

And vital lustre , that, with vanous ray, 

Lights up the clouds, those beauteous robes of heaven, 
Incessant roll’d into romantic shapes. 

The dream of waking fancy 1 Broad below, 

Cover’d with npemng fnuts, and swellmg fast 
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth 
And all her tnbes rqjoice Now the soft hour 
Of waUang comes . for him who lonely loves 
To seek the distant hills, and there converse 
"With Nature , there to harmonize his heart, 

And m pathetic song to breathe around 
The harmony to others Social friends. 

Attuned to happy umson of soul — 

To whose exaltmg eye a fairer world, 

Of “which the vulgar never had a glimpse, 

Displays its charms — ^whoso mmds are richly fraught 
With' philosophic stores, supenor hght — 

And m whose breast, enthusiastic, bums 
Virtue the sons of mterest deem romance. 

Now call’d abroad enjoy the faUmg day • 

Now to the verdant Portico of woods, 
lo Nature’s vast Lyceum forth they walk , 

By that land School where no proud ninstei reigns. 

The fuU free converse of the friendly hieart, 

Improving and improved. Now from the world, 

Sacred to sweet retirement, lovers steal, 
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And pour their souls in transport, which the sire 
Of love approving hears, and calls it good. 

Which way, Amanda,* shall wo bend our course ? 

The choice perplexes. W'hercfoto should we choose 1 
All 18 the same with thee. Say, shall wo wind 
Along the etreama ^ or walk the smiling mead 1 
Or conrt the forest-glades? or wander wild 
Among the waving liarvcsts ? or ascend, ' 

While radiant Summer opens all its pndo, 

Thy lull, dehghtful Shone ? t Hero let us sweep 
The boundless landscape , now the raptured eye, 
Esadting swift, to huge Augusta send, 

Now to the sistcr-hills$ that skirt her plain, 

To lofty Harrow now, and now to whore 
Majestic Windsor lifts his pnnccly brow. 

In lovely contrast to this glonous view, 

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 
To where the sili er Thames first ruml growa 
There let the foisted eye imwearicd stray , 

Lnxunons, there, rove through the pendant woods 
That nodding hing o’er Harrington’s retreat, 

And stoopmg thence to Ham’s embowering walks, 
Beneath whose shades, in spotless peace retired, 

With her the pleasing partner of his heart, 

The worthy Queensberry yet laments his G ay,§ 

And polished Combnry woos the iviUing muse|l 
Slow let ns trace the matchless vale of Thames— 

• UisB Young 

! rfBlolnncma. slgrffyiiiclnSaionSWnlni,. or SpXti.dour -7 

j 

JI Henry, Lord Comlrory, Eon ot Uro EaH o? Orircndon. 
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Fair-’wuiding tip to wlicre the muses haunt 

]ji Twickenham’s bowers, and for then Pope implore 

The healing god,* to loyal Hampton’s pile, 

To Clermont's terraced height, and Esher’s groves, 
Where in the sweetest sohtude, embraced 
By the soft wmdmgs of the silent Mole, 

Erom courts and senates Pelham finds repose,! 
Enchantmg vale I beyond whate’er the muse 
Has of Achaia or Hespena sung ' 

O vale of bhss ' 0 softly sweUmg hills 1 
On which the power of cultivation hes. 

And joys to see the wonders of his toil 
Heavens 1 what a goodly prospect spreaus urouna. 
Of lulls, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and spues, 
And ghtteiing towns, and gilded streams, tdl all ^ 
The stretching landscape mto smoke-decays 1 ^ 
Happy Bntaniiia ' where the Queen of Arts, 

Inspmng vigour, Liberty abroad cjicc-^ 

Walks, unconfin’d, even to thy farthest cots, 

An d scatters plenty -with unsparmg hand ^ 

' Bich IS thy sod, and merciful thy dune ; 

Thy streams unfading m the Summer’s drought , 
^nm^ch’d thy guardian-oaks , thy valleys float 
With golden waves j and on thy mountains flocks 
^ Bleat numberless — ^whde, rovmg lound their sides, 
Bellow the blackening herds m lusty drove^ 

pAx^ 

Beneath, thy meadows glow, and nse unquell’d i 

Against the mow er’s scy the. On every hand _ 

, 9»vvUuvn 

• In his last 8lolqiOS3.-T /, 

f ThoIUgitHon. Hemy Pelham 
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The T ill as shine. Thj^ country teams mth -wealth j 
And property assures it to the swam, 
i^ts- Pleased, and nn^^ned, m his guided toiL 
Ftdl are thy cities -with the songjll^rt , 

And trade and joy, in every "busy street, 

ICngling are heard • even drudgery huns^f, , 

As at the car he sweats, or dusty 
The palace-stone, looks gay Thy crowded ports,' 
Where rising masts an endless prospect yield, 

With labour hum, and echo to the shouts 
Of hnmed sailor, as ho hearty waves 
His last adieu, and, loosemng every sheet, ir^/OaX^. ^ 
Bmgsa thff spreadiog veaaal to tiia wind 
Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous youtli, 
By hardship smew’d, and by danger fired, 

^ Scattenng the nations where they go , and first, 

Qj, listed plain, or stormy seas 
Mild are thy glories too, as o’er the plans 
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful sires preside , 

In genius, and substantial leaimng, high , 

Por every -nrtne, every worth, renown’d , 

Smeere, plain hearted, hospitable, kind , 

Yet hko the mnstenng thunder when provoked 
The dread of tyrants, and the sole resource 
Of those that u nder g run oppression groan^ ' 

Thy sons of glory many ! Alfred thine, - 
In whom the splendour of heroic war, 

And more heroic peace, when govern’d well, 
Combme, whose hallow’d name the virtues 
saint. 
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And Ins own muses love— the best of kingq.* 

Witb bun thy Edwards and tby Hcilrys shine, 
Names dear to fame , the first who deep impress’d 
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, 

That awes her genius stilL In statesmen thou, 

And patnotSj fertile Thine a steady More, 

Who, with a generous though mistaken zeal, 
Withstood a brutal tymnt’s useful rage, 

Like Cato firm, hlco Aristides just, ' 

Like ngid Cincinnatns nobly poor — 

A dauntless soul erect, 'uho smiled on death f 
Frugal and wise, a Walsin^ham is thine , I 
A Drake, who made thee mistiess of the deep. 

And bore thy name in thunder round the world § 
Then flamed thy spint high but who can spcalc 
The numerous •worthies of the maiden-rcign ? 

In Baleigh mark their every glory mix’d , 

Ealeigli, the scourge of Spam I whoso breast with all 
The sage, the patriot, and the hero bum'd 
Nor sunk his vigour when a coward-reign 
The wamor fetter’d, and at last resign’d, 

To glut the vengeance of a vnnqmsh’d foe 
Then, active still and unrestram’d, his mind 
Explored the -vast extent of ages past. 

And •with his pnson hours onnch’d the w'orld , 

Yet found no times, in all the long research, 
Soglonous, or so base, as those he proved, 

* Alfred the Great, bom In 810, died in OOl 
t Sir Thomas More, bom In 1480 Uo was oxecutod la IMO. 
i Sir Trands Walsingham, bom In 1680, died In 1690 
8 Sir FranolB Drako, bom in 1610, dlod In 1596 
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In ■whicb. lie conquer' d, and in ivliicli lie bled ^ 

Nor can the muse the gallant Sidney pass, 

The plume of war ! ivith early laurels crown’d, 

The lover’s myrtle, and the poet’s bay.-j- 
A Hampden too is thine, illustrious land. 

Wise, strenuous, firm, of unsubmitting soul, 

Who stemm’d the torrent of a downward ago 
To slavery prone, and bade thee nso again, 

In all thy native pomp of freedom bold % 

Bright, at his call, thy age of men cffiilgcd , 

Of men on whom late tune a kindling eye 
Shall turn, and tyrants tremble while they read 
Bang every sweetest flower, and let mo strew 
The grave where Russell hes, whoso tcnipci'’d blood 
IVith calmest cheerfulness for thee resign’d, 

Stam’d the sad annals of a giddy reign — 

Aimmg at lawless power, though meanly sunk 
In loose inglonous luxury § With him 
His fnond the British Cassius,!! fearless bled 
Of high determined spirit, roughly brave, 

By ancient learning to the -cnhghten’d love 
Of ancient freedom warm’d. Fair thy renown 
In awful sages and on noble bards , 

Soon as the light of dawning science spread 
Her orient ray, and waked the muses’ song 
Thme is a Bacon, hapless m his choice. 

Sir Wdller Ealelgli, born In 1S5!, oxocnted in lOlS. 

1 Sir PWUp Sianoy, author ofthojircadinana,! Dt/mct ofP6,.,r n ,, 
5M, and h'Uca in battle, 16Sa 

t Jolm Hampden, bom 1684, ktllod on Chalprovo Field, 1C43 
8 Tjord 'Wmimn RnsseU, bom in 1039, and oxeented In 1C8 J 
D Algernon Sidney —T 
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Unfit to stand the civil storm of state, 

And through the smooth harbanty of courts, 

AVith firm but phant virtue, forward still 
To urge his course. Him for the studious shade 
Kind Nature form’d, deep, comprehensive, dear, 
Exact, and elegant , m one rich soul, 

Plato, the Stagyrite, and TuUy jom’d. 

The great dehverer he 1 who from the gloom 
Of cloistei’d monks, and jargon-teaching school-, 

Led forth the true Philosophy, there long 
Held m the magic cham of words and forms, 

And definitions void he led her forth. 

Daughter of heaven 1 that slow-nscendmg still, 
Investigating sure the cham of thmgs. 

With radiant finger pomts to heaven again.* * * § 

The generous Ashleyt thine, the fnend of man , 

Who scann’d his nature with a brother’s eye, 

His weakness prompt to shade, to raise his aim. 

To touch the finer movements of the mind, 

And with the moral beauty charm the heart 
Why need I name thy Boyle, whose pious search. 

Amid the dark recesses of his works, 

The great Creator sought ? t And why thy Locke, 
Who made the whole mterual world his oivn % § 

Let Newton, pure mteUigeuce, whom God 
To mortals lent, to trace his boundless works 

* I'mnols Bacon, lx)rd Vonilam. 

t Antony Ashloy Cooper, Earl of Sliaf tcabury — T 

t Tho Honoumblo Robert Boylo, Bon of tbo Earl of Cork, bom In 10'’0 

§ John Looks, nutUor of tbo A’wtty on the Human Undtmandtns, bom Ir 
1P32, died in 1704 
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From laws sublimely simple, spenTc tby fame _ 

In all plulosopby * For lofty sense, 

Creative fancy, and inspection Lcen 
Throngli tlie deep windings of tbo liinnan heart, 

Is not wild Shakespeare thine and Nature’s boast 1 
Is not each great, each amiable muse > 

Of classic ages, in thy Milton met ? 

A gemus universal ns his theme, 

Astonishing as chaos, as the bloom 
Of blowing Eden fair, as Heaven sublime. 

Nor shall my verso that elder bard forget, 

The gentle Spenser, fancy’s pleasing sou, 

Who, hkc a copious nver, pour’d Ins song 
O’er all the mazes of enchanted ground, 

Nor thee, his ancient master, laughing sage, 
Chaucer, whoso native manners painting verse, 
Well moraiized, shines through the Gothic cloud 
Of time and language o’er thy genius thrown 
May my song soften, as thy daughters I, 
Bntauma, had I for hcauty is their own, 

The feeling heart, amplicity of life, 

And elegance, and taste , the faultless form, 
Shaped hy the hand of harmony , the dieek, 
Where the hve enmson, through the native nhite 
Soft-diootmg, o’er the face diffuses bloom, 

And every nameless grace , the parted hp, 

Like the red rosebud moist with morning dew, 
Breathing dehght , and, under flowing 3et, 

Or sunny ringlets, or of circhng brown, 

* sir iKiao ^owto j, iHim 1012, dloS, 1723 
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Tlic neck sliglit sliadcd, and tlio Bwclliiig bieast , 
ITic look resistless, piercing to tke sonl, 

And by tbc soul inform’d, when dress’d in lovo 
She sits bigh-smiling in the conscious eye. 

Island of bbss ! amid tbc subject seas 
That thunder round tby rocky coast, set up, 

At oaco the n ondcr, terror, and dobgbt, 

Of distant nations, whose remotest shore 
Can soon be shaken by thy naval arm , 

Not to be shook thjsclf, but all assaults 
Baffling, like thy hoar chlTs the loud sea-w'avc. 

0 Thou by ivhosc almighty nod the scale 
Of empu'c rises, or alternate falls. 

Send forth the savmg virtues round the land. 

In bnght patrol white peace, and social lovo j 
The tender-looking charity, intent 
On gentle deeds, and shedding tears through 
smiles. 

Undaunted truth, and dignity of mind , 

Courage composed, and keen j sound tcrapcrnncc, 
Healthful in heart and look, clear chastity, 

With blushes reddening as she moves along, 
Disorder’d at the deep legard she draws , 

Bough U-dustry , activity nntired, 

With copious life inform’d, and aU awake , 

While in the radiant front, supenor shines 
Tliat first paternal virtue, puhhc zeal — 

Who throws o’er all an equal wide survey, 

And, ever musmg on the common weal, 

Still labours glorious with some great design 


1 1 

T 

CtXj 

1-Gc 

X- J 

XOO THOMSON’S POEMS 

Low wallcs tlio sniij find broadens by degrees, 

Just o’er the verge of day TJie shifting clouds 

Assembled gay, a ncbly-gorgeous train, 

In all tbeir pomp attend bis setting throne 

Air, earth, and ocean smile immense. And now, 

As if his weary chariot sought the bowel’s 

Of Amphitntb and her tending nymphs, 

(So Grecian fable sung,) he dips his orb , 

Now half -immersed j and now a golden cnive 

Gives one bright glance, then total disappears • 

For ever running an enchanted round, 

Passes the day, deceitful, vain, and void , 

As fleets the vision o’et the formful bram, | 

This moment hurrying wild the impassion’d soul, j 

The next m nothmg lost. ’Tis so to him, j 

The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank 

A sight of horror to the cruel wretch 

1 "Who, aU day long m sordid pleasure roll’d, 

j Himself an useless load, has squander’d vile, 

Upon his scoundrel tram, what might have cheer’d 

A droopmg family of modest worth. 

But to the generous stdl-improvnig mind, 

That gives the hopeless heart to smg for joy, 

Diffusmg kmd beneficence around, 

Eoastless, as now descends the silent' dew — 

To him the long review of order’d life 
c rapture, only to be fdt. 

X- Confess’d from yonder slownitmguish’d clouds, ISvitXas 

^ All ether softcnmg, sober evenmg takes Cie/ir 

? Her wonted station m the- middle air 

1 
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A thousand shndovi’a nt her hock. First this 
Site sends on cnrtli } then that of deeper djo 
Steals soft hohind , and then a deeper still, 

In cade folio win^f circle, Rnlhcrs round, 

To close the face of things A fresher gale 
Begins to «n\c the aiood, and stir the stream, 
Sweeping with shadowy gust the fields of corn , 
'Willie the quail clamours foi lus running mate 
Wdc o’er the Ihiitly lawn, as swells the brec 7 c, 
A whitening sliower of TCgetahlo down ^ 
Aniusn o floats, Tlic kind nnpartiol care 
Of nature nought disdains thoughtful to feed 
Her lowest sons, and clothe the coming year, 
From field to field the fcathei’d seeds she wings. 

His folded flock secure, the shcphoid homo 
Hies, mciTi -hearted , and by turns relieves 
Tho mldy imllmiaid of her brimming pail, 

Tlio beauty wliom perhaps lus witless Iicart, Noi 
Unlaiowang what tho joy-mix’d nuginsh lueaiis 
Smeerely loves, by that best hngungo sliewn 
Ofcordial^lances and obligmg deeds 
Onward they pw^s, o’er many a pan^ng height 
And valley sunk, and unfrequented , where 
At fall of 01 c tho faiiy people throng, 

In various game and revelry to pass 
Tho summcr-niglit, as viUage stones tell 
But far about they wander from tho grave 
Of him, wdiom his uiigcnllc fortune urged 
Against Ins owm sad breast to hft tho hand/ ^ 
Of impious violence Tho lonely tower 
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Is also slityin’d ; whoso mournful chamhors liold, 

So mght-struci fancy dronms, tho yclbng ghost. 
Among the crooked lanes, on every hedge, 

Tho glo\y;^onn lights his gcra , and through the darl^ 
A moving radiance twmklcs. Evening yields 
The world to mght , not in her winter roho 
^Of massy Stygian w oof, but loose arraj'^d . 
j^In mantlq^TO A famt erroneous ray, ^ cci< 
Glanced from tho imperfect surfaces of tlungs, 

Flings half an imago on the straining eye , 

■While wavering woods, and villages, and streams, 

And rocks, and mountaui tops, that long retain’d 
The ascondmg gleam, arc all one suimming scene, 
TJncorta in if be hold. Sudden to heaven 
Thence wcaiy vision turns , where, leading soft 
The silent hours of love, with purest ray 
Sweet Venus shines , and from her gonial nsch 
When dayhght sickens, till it spnngs afresh, 
Unnvall’d reigns, the fairest lamp of night. 

As thus the effulgence tremulous I dnuk 

With cherish’d gaze, tho lambent lightnings shoot 

Across the sky , or horizontal dart 

In wondrous shapes — by fearful murmuring crowds 

Portentous deem’d Amid the radiant orbs 

That more than deck, that animate the sky, 

Tho life mfusing-suns of other worlds, 

Lo ' from the dread immensity of space 
Eetummg, with accelerated course. 

The rushing comet to tho sun descends , 

And as he smka below the shading earth, 
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With awful train projected o’er tlie heavens, 

The guilty nations tremble. But, above 
Those superstitious horrors that enslave 
The fond sequacious herd, to mystic faith 
And bhnd amazement prone, the enlighten’d few, 
Whose godlike minds plulosophy evalts, 

The glonous stranger hail They feel a joy 
Divinely great • they in their powers evult, 

That wondrous force of thought which mounting spurns 
This dusky spot and measures all the sky, 

"While from his far excursion through the wilds 
Of barren ether, faithful to his time. 

They see the blazing wonder rise anew, 

In seeming terror clad, but kindly bent 
To work the will of all-sustaining Love , 

From his huge vapoury tram perhaps to shake 
Eeviving moisture on the numerous orbs 
Through which his long elhpsis winds— pei baps 
To lend now fuel to dcclming suns, 

To hght up worlds, and feed the eternal fire 
With thee, serene phdosophy, with thee, 

And thy bnght garland, let me crown my song ! 

Effusive soiuce of evidence, and tmtli ! 

A lustre shedding o’er the ennobled mind, 

Stronger than summer-noon, and pure as that 
3Vhose mild vibrations soothe the parted soul, 

New to the dawning of celestial day 

Hence through her nomish’d powers, enlarged by thee. 

She spiings aloft, with elevated pnde, 

Above the tangling mass of low desiies 
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That bind the fluttenng crowds and, angel-mn^d, 
The heights of science and of virtue gains, 

Where all is calm and clear with nature round, 
Or in the starry regions, or the abyss, 

To reason’s and to fancy’s eye display’ d ‘ 

The first up-traemg, from the dreary void, 

The diam of causes and effects to Him, 

The world-producing Essence, who alone 
Possesses being , while the Last receives 
The whole magnificence of heaven and earth. 

And every beauty, dehcate or bold, 

ObviouB or more remote, with liveher sense, 
Diffusive painted on the rapid inmd. 

Tutor’d by thee, hence poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages , and informs the page 
With music, image, sentiment, and thought, 
Never to die ! the treasure of maukmd, 

Their highest honour, and their truest joy ! 

Without thee, what were unenlighten’d man ? 
A savage roammg through the woods and wilds, 
In quest of prey , and with the unfashion’d fur 
Eough-clad , devoid of every finer art, 

And elegance of life Nor happiness 
Domestic, mix’d of tenderness and care 
Nor moral excellence, noi social bliss, 

Nor guardian law were his , nor vanons shill 
To tnm the furrow, or to guide the tool 
Mechamc , nor the heaven-conducted prow 
Of navigation hold, that fearless braves 
The bnrmng line or dates the wintry pole, 
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Mother severe of infinite debglits ! 

Nothing, save rapme, indolence, and guile. 

And Tvoes on woes, a still-revolving tiain 1 
Whose hornd cwclo had made human life 
Than non-oxistence worse but, taught by thee, 
Ours are the plans of pobcy and peace , 

To live like brothers, and conjunctive all 
EmbeUish Mo AWulo thus laborious crowds 
Ply the tough oar, philosophy directs 
The ruling holm , or, hke the hbeial breath 
Of potent heaven, invisible, the sail 
Swells out, and bears the infenor world along 
Nor to this evanescent speck of earth 
Poorly confined — ^tho radiant tracts on high 
Aie her exalted range , mtent to gaze 
Creation through , and, from that full complex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 
Of the Sole Bomg right, who spoke the word, 

And Nature moved complete With inward view. 
Thence on the ideal kingdom swift she turns 
Her eye , and mstant, at her powerful glance, 

The obedient phantoms vanish or appear , 
Compound, divide, and into order shift, 

Each to his rank, from phun perception up 
To the fair forms of fancy’s fleetmg tram , 

To reason then, deduemg truth from truth, 

And notion qmto abstract, where fii-st begins 
The world of spirits, action all, and life 
Unfetter’d, and unmix’d. But here the cloud, 

So wills Eternal Providence, sits deep 
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Cuoira’D 'Witli tlie sickle and tke wheaten slieaf, 

While Autumn, nodding o’er the yellow plam, 

Comes joTOil on, the Done reed once more. 

Well pleased, I tune. Whate’er the wmtry frost 
Nitrous prepared — ^the vanous-hlossom’d Spnng 
Pat in white promise forth — and Summer suns 
Concocted strong — rush boundless jiow to view, 

Full, perfect all, and swell i6y glonous theme, 

Onslow I * the mnse, ambitious of tby name, 

To grace, inspire, and dignify her song, 

Would from the public voice thy gentle ear 

* Arthur Onslow, second son of Sir Charles Onslow 


108 


Thomson’s poems 


Awhile engage Thy noble cares she knows^ 

The patriot virtnes that distend thy thought. 
Spread on thy front, and in thy bosom glow 
While listening senates hang upon thy tongue, 
Devolving through the maze of eloquence 
A roll of penods sweeter than her song 
But she too pants for pubbc virtue , she. 

Though weak of pover j et strong in ardent will, 
Whene’er her country rushes on her heart. 
Assumes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
To mis the patnot’s with the poet’s flame 

When the bnght Wrgm gives the beauteous 
days. 


And Libra weighs m equal scales the year, 

From heaven’s high cope the fierce effulgence shook 
Of partmg Summer, a serener blue, 

With golden hght enhven’d, wide invests 
The happy world. Attemper’d suns anse, 
Sweet-beam’d, and shedding oft through lucid cloud 
A pleasmg calm , while broad, and brown, below 
Extensive ban ests hang the heavy head. 

Rich, silent, deep, they stand , for not a gale 
Rolls Its hght biUows o’er the bending plain, 

A calm of plenty! till the ruffled air 

tlow 

Rent is the fleecy mantle of the sky 

By fils sMgmt gUfis tbe iHuinmcd fidi 

fa ft '*>' sweep 

A8a.lv.cljeqpe,.<i,],estbejp,„g " 
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Far 05 the circling eye can shoot around. 
Unbounded m n flood of cortj 
Hieso arc thy blessings, uiclnslr} > xougli power ! 
"Whom labour still attends, mid sweat, mid pain ; 
Yet the kind source of every gentle art, 

And all the soft civility' of bfo 
Falser of humnii kind ! by Uature cast, 

Naked, and helpless, out amid the woods 
And wilds, to rude inclement elcincnla , 

TTith venous seeds of art deep in the mind 
Implanted — and profusely pour’d around 
kfaterkls infinite, but idle all 
Still unererted, m the unconscious hreast, 

Slept the lethargic powers , corruption still, 
Yoracions, swallon’d what the bberal hand 
Of bounty scatter’d o’er the savage year , 

And still the sad barbarian, roving, mi't’d 
"With beasls of prey, or for his acoin meal 
Fought the fierce tnsky boar A shivering \vretch I 
Aghast and comfortless vhen the bleak north, 

“With "Winter charged, let the mix’d tempest fly 
Had, ram, and snow, and bitter breathing frost— 
Then to the shelter of the hut ho fled , , 

And the wdd season, sordid, pmed away 
For home ho had not ; homo is the resort 
Of love, of loy, of peace and plenty, Where, 
Supporting and supported, polish’d friends, 

And dear relations, mingle into bliss 
But this the rugged savage never felt, 

Even desolate in crowds, and thus his days 
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Iloll’d heavy, dark, and unenjoy’d, along 
A waste of tunc ! till indnstiy approach’d, 

And roused him from his miserable sloth. 

His faculties unfolded , pomted out 
Where lavish Nature the directing hand 
Of art demanded , shew* d him how to raise 
His feeble force by the mechamc powers , 

To dig the mmeral from the vaulted earth. 

On what to turn the piercing rage of fire, 

On what the torrent, and the gather’d blast ; 
Gave the tall ancient forest to his axe. 

Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the stone, 
Till by degrees the finish’d fabno rose. 

Tore fiom his limbs the blood-polluted fur, 

And wrapt them in the woolly vestment warm, 

Or bnght m glossy silk, and flowing lawn , 

With wholesome viands fill’d his table, pour’d 
^0 generous glass around, inspired to wake - 
The life refimng soul of decent wit 
Nor stopp’d at barren bare necessity. 

But, stm advancmg bolder, led him on 
0 pomp, to pleasure, elegance, and grace. 

Set Junbition through his soul, 

I»ni of aU beW 

And fomearS»° tea 
Sobrnttog aiL, A ®°”‘‘ 

irni- ti, 4.V ’ conductmg all 

r tlua the patnot-conncd met. the full 

free, and fairly represented whole , 
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For tins they plami’d the holy goardiau la^'s, 
Distinguish’d orders, animated arts, 

And "With joint force oppression chaining, set 
Impenal justice at the helm— yet still 
To them accountable , nor slavish dream’d 
That toihng millions must resign their weal, 

And all the honey of their search, to snc^> 

As for themselves alone themselves have i-aised. 

Hence every form of cultivated life 
In order set, protected, and”inspired, 

Into perfection wrought Umlincr all, 

Society grew^ numeious, high, polite. 

And happy. Nurse of art ! the city rear’d 
In beauteous pride her tower-encircled head , 

And, stretching street on street, by thousands diew, 
From twmmg woody haunts, or the tough yew 
To bows strong-strainmg, her aspmng sons. 

Then commerce brought into the pubhc wall: 

The busy merchant,* the big warehouse bnilt , 

Raised the strong crane , choked up the loaded street 
With foreign plenty , and thy stream, 0 Thames, 
Large, gentle, deep, majestic, long of floods ' 

Chose for his grand resort On either hand, 

Like a long wmtry forest, groves of masts 
Shot up their spues , the bellowing sheet between 
Possess’d the breezy void , the sooty hulk 
Steer’d sluggish on , the splendid barge along 
RoVd regular to harmony, around, 

The boat, hght-skimmmg, stretch’d its oary ivings. 
While deep the vanous voice of fervent toil 
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From bank to bank increased , -wbence, nbb’divitb oak, 
To bear tho Bntisb thunder, black and bold 
The roarmg vessel rush’d into the mam. 

Then too the piUaF d dome, mngnific, heavec 
Its ample roof , and luxury within 
Pour’d out her ghttermg stores , the canvas smooth, 
With glowmg life protuberant, to the view 
Embodied rose , the statue seem’d to breathe. 

And soften mto flesh, beneath the touch 
Of formmg art, unagmation flush’d. 

All is the gift of mdustry, whate’er 
Exalts, embellishes, and renders life 
Dehghtfol, Pensive Winter, cheer’d by hun. 

Sits at the social fire, and happy hears 
The excluded tempest idly rave along , 

Bjs harden’d fingers deck the gaudy Sprmg , 

Without him, Summer were an and waste , 

Nor to the Autumnal months could thus transmit 
Those full, mature, immeasurable stores, 
t, waving round, recall mj wandering song 
Soon as the monung trembles o’er the sky, 

^d, unperceived, unfolds the spreadmg day, 

Before the ripen’d field the reapers stand, 

^ fair army , each by the lass he loves, 

To bear-^herongherpart, and mitigate 
By nameless gentle offices her toil 

t once they stoop and swell the lusty sheaves 

through their cheerful band the ruTtrfk ' 

rural scandal, and the rural jest, ’ 

' to deceive the tedions tune. 
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And stcnl unfolt the sultTy lionrs avr.ay 
Bdiind the ninstcr naiks ; budds xjp the shocks , 
And, conscious, glancang oft on cverj'^ side 
His sated eyc^ feels his heart hcavo avitli joy 
Tiic gleaners spread around, and here and there, 
Spiko after Bpiko, Ihoir scanty harvest pick 
Bo not too narrow, husbandmen ' but Ibng 
From tbo full Bheaf, mth ebant iblo stealth. 

The liberal handfuL Think, oh, gmteJid think ' 
Ifow good tlio God of Harvest is to j on , 

"Who poors abondanco o’er your flonmg fields — 
"Wlnlc tUcoO unhappy partners of jour kind 
\^idc hover round jou, like the fowls of heaven, 
And ask theu* humble dole. TJio vanous tnnis 
Of fortune ponder , that your sons may want 
"l^Tiat now, with hard reluctance, faint, yo gii c 
The lo\cly young Lavmm oiico Lad frieuds , 
And fortune Euuled, deceitful, ou hci birth 
^ For, in Lor helpless years deprived of all, 

1 Of overj' stay sav o mnocenco and heaven, 

^hci with lior widow’d mother, feeble, old 
And poor, lived m a cottage, far retired 
Among tbo wmdmgs of a woody vale , 

By Bohtudo and deep surrounding shades, 

But more by basliful modesty, conceal'd, ft , 
Together thus thoy,shuim’d the cruel scoin 
Which vnrtne, snnk to poverty, would meet 
From ^ddy fMhioii and low-minded pndo , S 
Almost on Nature’s commoji bounty fed,» 
lake the gay birds that sung them to icpose, 
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Content, and careless of to-morrow’s fare 
Her form was fresher than the morning rose, 

When the dew wets its leaves , mistnin’d and pupa^ 
As IS the lily, or the mountain snow 
The modest virtues mingled in her eyes, 

StiU on the ground dejected/^ dartmg nil ^ 

Their humid beams into the bloommg flowers 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told. 

Of what her faithless fortune promised once, 

ThnU d in her thought, they, like the dewy star 
Of ovenmg, shone m tears. A nati\ o grace 
Sat fair proportion’d on her polish’d hmbs,i 
Veil’d m a simple robe, their best attire, ' 

Beyond the pomp of dress ,por lovchnoss 
Heeds not the foreign aid of ornament 
But IS when unadorn’d adorn’d the mostj 
j Thoughtless of beauty, sbo was beauty’s self, 

Rednse amid_the close-ombow’rmg woods. 

As m the hollow breast of Apenmne, 

Beneath the shelter of oncnclmg hills, 

A myrtle rises, far from human eye, 

tod bmties It, balm, fra-MiCB o'er tbe tmld, 

& floimBli'd, blooimiig. and noaeon by oil, 

Bv'.r™'' “* *™eOi. compell’d 

command. 

With smitog p,ate„ce m her loot,, jhe went 
To etao 

Memon waa, the 

meledtb.roralhfamanitsjey 
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Transmits from ancient nncormpted timcu — 

TVlion tyrant custom Iiad not shackled man, 

But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with autumnal scenes 
Amusing, chanced beside his reaper-tram 
! To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye , 

Unconscious of her power, and turmng qiuck 
[ With unaffected blushes fiom his gaze 

I He saw her charmmg, but he saw not half 
The charms her downcast modesty conceal’d. 

That very moment love and chaste desire 
[ Sprung in his bosom, to himself nnknown , 
j For stdl the world prevail’d, and its dread laugh, 

I Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn, 

! Should his heart owP a gleaner m the field , 

[ And thus in secret to his soul he sigh’d 
“ What pity I that so dehcate a form, 

By heauty kindled, wheie enhvening sense 
And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell, 

Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of some mdecent down ! She looks, methmkB, 

Of old Acasto’s line , and ta my nund 
Becalls that patron of my happy Me, 

From whom my hberal fortune took its nse , 

Now to the dust gone down — ^his houses, lands, 

And once fam-spreadmg family, dissolved 
’Tis said, that m some lone obscure retreat, 

Urged hy remembrance sad, and decent pnde, 

. ' Far from those scenes which knew their better daj 3 , I 

His aged widow and his daughter live, j 
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Wliotn yet my fruitless seaicli could nevei find. 
Romantic Tvisli, would this the daughter were ' ” 

"Wlien, stnct inquiring, from lierself lie found 
Slie was tlie same, tlie daughter of his fiiend, 

Of bountiful Acasto — who can speak 
The mmgled passions that surprised his heart, 

And through his nerves m shivermg transport ran i 
Then blazed his smother’d flame, avow’d and 
bold. 

And as he view’d her, ardent, o’er and o’er. 

Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at onca - 
Confused, and fnghten’d at his sudden tears, 

Her rismg beauties flush’d a higher bloom, 

As thus Palemon, passionate and just, 

Pour’d out the pious rapture of lus soul 
“ And art thou then Acasto’s dear remains ? 

She whom my restless gratitude has sought 
So long lu vam 1 0 yes ! the very same, " 

The soften’d image of my noble fnend , 

Ahve, bis every feature, every look. 

More elegantly touch’d. Sweeter than Spring ! 

Thou sole surviving blossom from the root 
That nourish’d up my fortune, say, ah where. 

In what sequester’d desert, hast thou drawn 
The kmdest aspect of dehghted Heaven 1 
Into sndi beanty spread, and blown so fair , 

Thongh poverty’s cold wmd, and cruabmg nun, 

Beat keen, and heavy, on thy tender y^rs ! 

Oh let me now, mto a richer sod. 

Transplant thee safe ! where vernal suns andlohowen 
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Diffuse tlieir warmest, largest influence , 

And of my garden bo the pride and joy I 
It ill befits tbco, oh, it lU befits 
Acasto’s daughter — his whoso open stores, 

Though vast, uere little to his ample heart, 

The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refuse of those harvest-fields 
‘Which from lus bounteous fnendship I enjoy 
Then throw that shameful pittance fiom thy hand, 

But ill apphed to such a nigged task ; 

The fields, the master, all, my fair, are thmo , 

If to the vaiious blessmgs which thy house 
Has on mo lavish’d, thou wilt add that bliss, 

That dearest bhss, the power of blessmg thee ! ” 

Here ceased the youth • yet still his speakmg eye 
Express’d the sacred tnumph of lus soul, 

"With consaoua virtue, gratitude, and love, 
i^bovo the vulgar joy divmely raised 
Nor waited he reply Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and all 
In sweet disorder lost, she blush’d consent. 

The nows immediate to her mother brought, 

While, pierced with anxious thought, she pined 
away 

The lonely moments for Lavinia’s fate — 

Amazed, and scarce behovmg what she heard, 

. Joy seized her wither’d yoins, and one bnght gleam 
Of settmg life shone on her ovemiig-hours : 

Not less enraptured than the happy pair. 

Who flourish’d long m tender bhss, and rear’d 
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A numerous offepnng, lovely like tlieinselvcs^ 

And good, tlio gmee of all tlie country round. ^ 
Defeating oft tlio labours of tbc year, 

The sultry south collects a potent blast. 

At first, the groves are scarcely seen to stir 
Their trembling tops, aud a still murmur runs 
Along the soft-mcbmng fields of com , 

But as the aenal tempest fuller STvells, 

And in one mighty stream, invisible, 

Immense, tbe "whole excited atmosphere 
Impetuous rushes o’er the sounding world, 

Strain’d to the root, the stooping forest pours 
A msthng shower of yet untimely leaves. 
High-bcat, the circling monntains eddy in, 

Brom the bare mid, the dissipated storm, 

And send it m a torrent domi the vale. 

Exposed, and naked, to its utmost rage, 

Through all the sea of harvest rolling round, 

The billowy plain floats mdo , nor can evade, 
Though pbant to the blast, its seizing force — 

Or whirl'd m air, or into vacant chaff 
Shook waste. And sometimes too a burst of ram 
Swept from the black horizon, broad, descends 
In one continuous flooi Still over head 
The mingling tempest weaves its gloom, and still 
The deluge deepens, till the fields around 
Lie sunk, and flatted, m the sordid wave 
Sudden, the ditches swell , the meadows s-wun. 
Bed, from the hills, innumerable streams 
Tumultuous roar , and higfl above its bank 
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Tlio nver lift , before wbose ruslung tide, 

Herds, flocks, nnd harvests, cottages, and swains, 
Eoll nunglcd down . all that the mnds had spared, 
In one wild moment rmn’d, the big hopes, 

And well-eam’d treasures, of the pamfnl yeai 
Hied to some eminence, the husbandman, 

Helplossj beholds the miserable wreck 
Dnvmg along, Ins drowning ox at once 
Descending, ivith his Labours scatter'd round, 

Ho sees , and mstant o'er his shivenug thought 
Comes Winter unprovided, and a tram 
Of clamant children dear Ye masters, then, 

Be mindful of the rough laborious hand 
That sinks you soft m elegance and ease , 

Be mmdful of those hmbs, m russet clad, 

Whoso toils to yours is warmth and graceful pndo , 
And, oh, be mmdful of that sparmg board 
Which covers yours with luxury profuse, 

Makes your gloss sparkle, and your sense rejoice I 
Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains 
And all-mvolving wmds have swept away 
Hero the rude clamour of the sportsman’sjoy, 

The gun fast-thundenug, and the innded horn, 
Would tempt the muse to smg the rural game 
How, m his mid-career, the spaniel struck, 

StilL by the tamted gale, with open nose. 
Outstretch’d, and finely sensible, draws full, 

Fearful, and cautious, on the latent prey , 

As in tbe sun the circling covey bask 
Their vaned plumes, and, watchful every way, 
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Tlirougli tlio longli stubblo turn the secret c} c. 
Caught lu the meshy snare, in vam the}’" be<it 
Their idle A\ings, entangled more and more 
Nor on the surges of the boundless air, 

Though borne tnumphant, are they safe, the gun, 
Glanced just and sudden from the fouler’s eye, 

0 ertakes their sounding pmions, and, again, 
Immediate brings them from the towenng umg, 
Dead to the ground, or drives them "wide dispersetl, 
Wounded, and ivheehng various, down the wind 
These are not subjects for the peaceful muse, 

Nor wdl she stain with such her spotless song , 

Then most debghted, when she social sees ' 

The whole mix’d ammal creation round 
^ve and happy not joy to her, 

^ falsely cheerful, barbarous game of death , 
ibis rage of pleasure, which the restless youth 
^akes, impatient, with the gleammg mom , 
en beasts of prey retire, that aU mght long, 

Weed b, neeesaty, bad ranged Ibe dark, 

eoneeroae ravage ahwd tb. light, 

Marsel ' molcneo ol poa er 

For sport t s’" roam’d tbe waste, 

For buogjr ^pVirr°‘°° 
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To joy at anguisli, and delight m blood, 

Is what your homd bosoms never knew 
Poor IS the triumph o’er the tmud hare 1 
Scared fiom the corn, and now to some lone seat 
Eotired the rushy fen, the ragged furze. 

Stretch’d o’er the stony heath , the stubble chapp’d , 
The thistly lawn , the thick entangled broom , 

Of the same fnendly hue, the withePd fern, 

The fallow ground laid open to the sun, 

Concoctive , and the noddmg sandy bank, 

Hung o’er the mazes of the mountain brook 
Vam 18 her best precaution , though she sits 
Conceal’d, with folded oars , unsleeping eyes. 

By Nature raised to take the horizon in , 

And head couch’d close betwixt her hairy feet. 

In act to sprmg aWay The scented dew 
Betrays her eaily labyrinth , and deep, 

In scattePd sullen opemngs, far behmd. 

With every breeze she hears the coming storm. 

But nearer, and more frequent, *as it loads 
The sighmg gale, she sprmgs amazed, and all 
The savage soul of game is up at once • 

The pack full openmg, vaiions, the shnU horn, 
Besounded fiom the lulls, the neighmg steed. 

Wild for the chase, and the loud hunter’s shout. 

O’er a weak, harmless, flymg creature, all 
Mix’d m mad tumult, and discordant joy 
The stag too, singled from the herd, where long 
He ranged the branching monarch of the shades. 
Before the tempest drives At first, m speed 
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He, spnglitly, puts lus faith, and, roused by fear, 
Gives all his swift aenal soul to flight 
Against the hi eezo he darts, that way the more 
To leave the lessening murderous cry behind • 
Deception short I though fleeter than the winds 
Blown o’er the keen air’d mountam by the north, 

He bursts the thickets, glances through the glades, 
And plunges deep into the wildest wood — 

If slow, yet sure, adhesive to the track 
Hot-steaming, up behind him come again 
The inhuman rout, and from the shady depth 
Expel him, circhng through his every shift. 

He sweeps the forest oft , and sobbmg sees 
The glades, mild openmg to the golden day, 

Where, m kmd contest, with his butting friends 
He wont to struggle, or lus loves enjoy 
Oft m the full-descendmg flood he tnes 
To lose the scent, and lave his burning sides , 

Oft seeks the herd, the watchful herd, alarm’d, 
With selfish care avoid a brother’s woe, 

WTiat shall he do 1 His once so vivid nerves. 

So full of buoyant spint, now no more 
Inspire the course , but famting breathless toil, 
Sick, seizes on lus heart he stands at hay. 

And puts his last weak refuge m despair 
The big round tears run down his dappled face , 
He groans in ang^nish , while the growhng paclc, 
Blood-happy, hang at lus fair juttuig chest, 

And mark lus beauteous chequer’d sides with gore. 

Of this enough. But if the sylvan youth 
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T?liose fei*\'ent blood boils into violence 
Must have the chase — ^behold, dogiismg flight, 
The roused-up hon, resolute and slow, 

Advancing full on the protended spear, 

And coTOrd-band, that circling "wheel aloof. 

SIuulc from the cavern, and the troubled wood, 
Sec'thc gnin wolf — on him lus shaggy foe 
Vindictivo fis, and let the rufilan die , 

Or, growling homd, as the bnndled boar 
Gnns fell destruction, to the monster’s heart 
Let the dart hghten from the nervous arm. 

These Britam Icnows not, give, ye Bntons, then 
Your sportive fury, pitiless, to pour 
Loose on the nightly robber of the fold • 

Ilim, from his craggy winding haunts unearth’d, 
Let all the thunder of the chase pursua 
Throw the broad ditch behind you , o’er the hedge 
High-boUnd, resistless , nor the deep morass 
Refuse, but through the shakmg wilderness 
Pick your mco way , mto the penlous flood 
Bear fairless, of the raging instmct full — 

And as you nde the torrent, to_the banks 
Yout^tnumph sounds sonorous, runnmg round. 
Prom rock to rock, in circhng echoes toss’d , 

Then scale the mountams to their woody tops , 
Rush down the dangerous steep , and o’er the lawn, 
In fancy swallowing up the space between, 

Pour all your speed into the rapid game 
For happy he who tops the wheehng chase. 

Has every maze evolved, and every guile 
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Disclosed , Trio kno^vs tlie merits of tie pack 
AYlio saw tke Tillam seized, and dying liard, ' 
Without complaint, though, by a hundred mouths 
Relentless tom ; 0 glonous h^ beyond 
His darmg peers 1 ^vhen the retreating horn 
Calls them to ghostly balls of gtay renown. 

With woodland honours graced , the fox’s fur, 
Dependmg decent finm the roof , and spread 
Round the drear walls, with antic figures fierce. 
The stag’s large front he then is loudest heard, 
IVhon the night staggers with severer tods, 

Whth feats Thessalian Centaurs never knew. 

And then repeated wonders shake the dome. 

But first the fnell’d chimney blazes wide , 

The tankards foam , and the strong table groans 
Beneath the smokmg sirloin, stretch’d immense 
From side to side , m which, with desperate knife, 
They deep masion make, and talk the whde 
Of England’s glory, ne’er to be defaced 

hence they borrow vigour or amain 
toto the pasty plunged, at mtervals. 

K stomach keen can intervals allow, 

Bdatmg all the glones of the chase. 

^en sated hunger bids his brother thirst 

SrlT. '>■>’^1. 
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I:Tor -wanting is tlie broivn October, drawn, 

Mature and perfect, from bis dark retreat 
Of thirty years, and now bis boncst front 
Flanfes in tbe ligbt refulgent, not afraid 
Even witb tbe vineyard’s best produce to vie 
To cheat tbe tlursty moments, wbist a while 
Walks bis grave round, beneath a cloud of smoke, 
Wreathed fragrant from tbe pipe, or tbe qmck dice. 
In thunder leaping from the box, awake 
Tbe sounding gammon • while romp-loving miss 
Is haul’d about, m gallantry robust 
At last these puling idlenesses laid 
Aside, frequent and fuU, the dry divan 
Close in firm circle , and set, ardent, m 
For senous dnnking Nor evasion sly. 

Nor sober shift, is to the puking -wretch 
Indulged apart ,• but earnest, bnmming bowls 
Lave every soul, the table floating round. 

And pavement, faithless to the fuddled foot 
Thus as they swim in mutual s-wilh the talk, 

Vociferous at once from twenty tongues, 

Heels fast from theme to theme , from horses, hounds, 
To church or mistress, pohtics or ghost, 

In endless mazes, intncate, peiplex’J. 

Meantime, with sudden interruption, loud. 

The impatient catch bursts from the joyous heart 
That moment, touch’d is each congemalsoul, 

And, openmg in a fuU-mouth’d cry of joy, 

The laugh, the slap, tlio jocund curse go rpund ; 

While!, from their slumbers shook, the kennell’d hounds 
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Mis in tlie mnsic of the day agam. 

Ab when the tempest, that has vesfd the deep 
The dark mght long, with fainter mnnntirs falls , 

So gradual Bmks their mirth- Their feeble tongues, 
Unable to take up the cumbrous word, 

Lie quite dissolved. Before their maudlin eyes, 

Seen dun, and blue, the double tapers dance, 

Like the sun wadmg through the misty slcy 
Then, sli d in g soft, they drop Confused above, 
Glasses and bottles, pipes and gazetteers. 

As if the table even itself was drunk, 

Lie a wet broken scene , and wide, below. 

Is heap d the social slaughter — where astride 
The lubber power in filthy tnumph sits, 

Slumbrous, mchnmg still from side to side, 

And steeps them drench’d m potent sleep till moiu, 
Perhaps some doctor, of tremendous paunch, 

Awful and deep, a black abyss of drmk, 

Ontbves them all , and from his buned flock 
Betinng, full of rumination sad, 

U-menta the weakness of these ktter times. 

But If the rougher sez by this fierce sport 

^burned wild, let not such horrid joy 

Eer Btam the bosom of the Bntish fair 

Far be the spirit of the chase from them I 

Uncomely courage, unbeseemmg skill, 
wbeh they roughen to the sense, and all 

TFewmnmg softness of their sez IS lost 
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In lliem 'tis graceful to dissolve at woe , 

Witli every motion, every word, to wave 
Qiuck o’er tlie kindling ckeek the ready blush , 

And from the smallest violence to shrink, 

Unequal, then the lovehest m their fears— 

AndTiy this silent adulation, soft, 

To their protection more engagmg mau. 

Oh may their eyes no miserable sight, 

Save wecpmg lovers, see I a nobler game. 

Through love’s enchantmg 171103 pursued, yet fled, 

In chase ambiguous. May their tender limbs 
Hoat in the loose simphcity of dress ' 

And, fashion'd all to harmony, alone 
Know they to seize the captivated soul, 

In rapture warbled from love-breathmg bps , 

To teach the lute to languish , with smooth step, 
Disclosing motion m its every charm, 

To swim along, and swell the mazy dance , 

To tram the fohage o’er the snowy lawn , 

To gmde the pencil, turn the timoful page , 

To lend new flavour to the frmbful year, 

Ahd heighten Nature’s damtios , m their race 
To rear their graces into second hfe. 

To give society its highest taste , 

Well order’d home, man’s best dehght to make , 

And by submissive wisdom, modest skill. 

With every gentle care eluding art. 

To raise the viitues, animate the bliss, | 

Even charm the pains to something more than 
joy, 
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And sweeten all tlie toils of hnnian life 
This be the female digmty, and praise, 

Te swains, now hasten to the hazel-bank , 
Where, down yon dale, the wildly-wmdiug brook 
Falls hoarse from steep to steep In close array, 
Fit for the thickets and the tangling shrub, 

Ye Tirgms, come. For yon their latest song 
The woodlands raise , the clustering nuts for you 
The lover finds amid the secret shade j 
And, where they burnish on the topmost bough, 
With active vigour crushes down the tree , 

Or shakes them ripe from the resignmg huslr, 

A glossy shower, and of an ardent brown, 

As are the nnglets of Melinda’s hair 


Melinda, form’d with every grace complete. 

Yet these neglecting, above beauty wise, 

And far transcendmg such a vulgar praise. 

Hence from the busjrjoy-resounding fields, 
In cheerful error, let us tread the maze 
W Autumn, unconfined , and taste, revived, 
^e breath of orchard big with bendiig fruit, 
Obedient to the breeze and beatmg ray. 

From the deep-loaded bough a meUow shower 
^cessant melts away The juicy pear 
:^es, m a soft profusion, scatter’d round. 

A VM sweetness swells the gentle race , 

By Nature’s all-refinmg hand prepared, 
mpeFd sun, and water, earth, and air, 

In ever changing composition mix’d. 

Such, fahmg frequent through the chiUer night 
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The fragrant stores, the wide-projccted heaps 
Of apples, Tvhich the Insty-handed year, 

Innunterous, o’er the blushing orchard shaJces, 

A various spirit, fiesh, dehcious, keen. 

Dwells in their gehd pores, and, active points 
The piercing cider for the thirsty tongue 
Thy native theme, and boon mspirer too, 

Phillips, Pomona’s bard,* the second thou 
Who nobly durst, in rhyme-unfetter’d verso. 

With British freedom smg the British song. 

How, from Silurian vats, lugh-sparkhng wmes 
Foam in transparent floods — some strong, to cheei 
The wmtry revels of the labouring hmd , 

And tasteful some, to cool the suinmer hours 
In this glad season, while his sweetest beams 
The sun sheds equal o’er the meeken’d day, 

Oh lose me m the green debghtful walks 
Of, Dodingtou ! thy seat, serene and plain , 

Where simple Nature reigns , and every view, 
Diflfusive, spreads the pure Dorseban downs, 

In boundless prospect — ^yonder shagged with wood 
Here nch with harvest, and there white with fleet a 
Meantime the grandeur of thy lofty dome, 
Far-splendid, seizes on the ravish’d eye. 

Now beauties rise with each revolving day ; 

New columns swell , and still the fresh Spring finds 
New plants to quicken, and new groves to green 
Full of thy genius all 1 the muses’ seat , 

' Julm PlilUlps, tlio niitlior of T!i( BplendUl EhUUnff.ania poom oiiUtloil 
Cider 
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Where in the secret bower, nud winding wnllv, 

For vn-tuous Yonng* and tbce they tivino tlic bay 
Here wandenng oft, fired witb the restless thirst 
Of thy applause, I sohtary court 
The inspiring breeze , and meditate the book 
Of Nature, ever open— aiming thence, 

Warm from the heart, to learn the moial song. 

And, as I steal along the sunny nan, 

Where Autumn basics, with, fruit empurpled deep. 
My pleasmg theme contmual prompts my tnonght 
Presents the doivny peach , the shimng plum, 

With a fine bluish mist of animals 
Clouded , the ruddy nectanne , and, daik 
Beneath his ample leaf, the luscious fig 
The vme, too, here her curlmg tondrds shoots , 
Hangs out her clusters, glowmg to the south , 

And scarcely wishes for a warmer shy 
Turn we a moment fancy’s rapid flight 
To vigorous soils, and dimes of fair extent , 

Where, by the potent sun dated high, 

The vmeyard swells refulgent on the day, 

Spreads o’er the vale , or up the mountoiu clunbs, 
Profuse , and drinks amid the sunny rocks, 

From chff to difi mcreased, the heighten’d blaze 
Low bend the weighty boughs. The clusters cleat 
Half through the foliage seen, an ardent flame, 

Oi shine transparent , while perfection breathes 
White 0 er the turgent film the bving dew 
As thus they brighten with exalted juice, 

• Author or Thougldt 
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TmucUM nito flftVDur h\ the iniijgling ray, 

T5io roral jonth nnd \ urgin'? o’er the field, 

Each fond for each to c«!l Jhe .nutmniml pnrac, 
Esadtmg roac, and sjjcak the ajiU.ago jugh 
IIjcu comes the cnialung sMom , the country fonts, 
Andfo-Mua unbounded a'.ith the ninshy flood , 

That by degrees fcrnicnlcfl, .and refined, 

Bound the raued nations imni-. the cup of joj 
Tlic claret suiooth, red as llic hp mo press 
In sinrkhng f.nucy, vlnle mc dram the boul ; 

The melloM -tasted burgundy, and, quick 
As IS the M it it gives, tbo gay clnmingnci. 

fsTow', by the cool declining j car condensed, 
Descend the copious cih.nlnlions, check’d 
As up the imddlc sky unseen they stole, 

And roll the doubling fogs around tlio hilL 
No more the luountain, homd, vast, anbhnic, 
ho pours a mveep of nvers from Jus sides, 

And high between contending kingdoms lonrs 
The rocky long division, fills tho view 
Will great vancty , but lu .a niglit 
Of gathenng v.apom, from the b.aflled souse. 

Sinks dark and drc.aiy TTieiicc cxp.anding far. 

Tile huge duslc, gradual, SM.aUons up the plain 
Vanish tho woods Tho dim-sccii nver seems 
Sullen, and slow, to roll tbo misty wave 
Even in the height of uoou oppress’d, the sun 
Sheds weak, and blunt. Ins wide refracted ray, 
WTienco glaring oft, with many a broaden’d orb, 

Ho fngbts the nations Indistmcfc on earth, 
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See through the turbid air, beyond the life 
Objects appear — and, avildcr’d, o’er the, waste 
The shepherd stallcs gigantic , till at last 
Wreath’d dun around, in deeper circles still 
Successive closing, sits the general fog 
Unbounded o’er the ivorld — and, mingling thick, 

A formless gray confusion covers all 
As when of old (so sung the Hebrew bard) 

Light, uncollected, through the chaos urged 
Its infant n ay , nor order yet had drawn 
His lovely tram from out the dubious gloom. 

These rovmg mists, that constant now begm ^ 

To smoke along the hilly country, these, 

With weighty rams, and melted Alpine snows, 

The mountain cisterns fill, those ample stores 
Of water, scoop’d among the hollow rocks , 

Whence gush the streams, the ceaseless fountains play. 
And their unfaihng wealth the nvers draw 
Some sages say, that, where the numerous w ave 
For ever lashes the resounding shore, 

Drill’d through the sandy stratum, every way, 
waters with the sandy stratum nse, 
whose angles mfimtely stram’d, 

jaggy salts behmd,' 

^d and sweeten as they soak along 

^Ueads It dntkling oa m fatMul mnia 
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Fresh into day— and all the glittering lull 
la bnght -ft ith EpouringiiUs. But hence thia \nin 
Amnsivc dream ' ^hj should the waters love 
To talkC so far a joilrnoy to the hills, 

VThen the sweet vallc3's offer to their toil 
luTitiiig qiuet, and a nearer bed! 

Or if, bj’ blind ambition led astray, 

They must aspire, why should they sudden stop 
Among the brokcu mountain's nisliy dells, 

And, ere they gaiu its highest peak, desert 

The attractive Baud that charm’d their course so long 1 

Besides, the hard agglomerating salts, 

The spoil of ages, would unpervnons choke 
Tlicir secret channels , or, by slow degrees, 

High as the hills protrude the swelling vales • 

Old ocean too, suck’d through the porous glohe, 

Had long ere now forsook Ins horrid bed, 

And brought Dcucabon’s watery tunes again 
Say then, where lurk the vast eternal springs, 

Tliat, like creating Nature, bo conceal’d 
From mortal eye, yet with their lavish stores 
JRcfresli the globe, and all its joyous tribes? 

0 thou pervading genius, given to man, 

To trace the secrets of tho dark abyss, 

Oh, lay the mountains bare ; and wide display 
Their hidden structure to tho astonish’d view ! 

Stnp from tlio branching Alps tlicir piny load, 

Tho huge incumbrance of horriiic woods 
From Asian Taurus, from Imaus stretch’d 
Athwart tho roving Tni tar’s sullen bounds , 
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Give opening Haenitis to my seardiiog eye, 

And high Olympus pouring mauv a stream 1 
Oil, from tlio sounding siunmits of tlic north, 

The Dofnno Hills, tlirongli Scandinavia rolTd 
To furthest Ijapland and the frozen mam , 

From lofty Caucasus, far-seen hy those 
"Who in the Caspian and black Eusinc toil , 

From cold Hiphean rocLs, ■which the "wild Huss 
Behoves the stony gudle * of the ivorld , 

And all the dieadful mountains, nuapt in storm. 

YThence "wide Sibena draws her lonely floods — 

Oh, B'weep the eternal snows 1 Hung o’er the deep. 

That ever works beneatb liis sounding base, 

Bid Atlas, propping heaven, ns poets feign. 

His subterranean wonders spread , unveil 
The miny caverns, blazmg on the day, 

Of Abyssinia’s cloud-compelling chfis, 

And of the bendmg Mountams of the Moon , t 
O’ertopping all these giant-sons of earth. 

Let the dire Andes, from the radiant Lino 
Stretch’d to the stormy seas that thuudei round 
The southern polo, their hideous deeps unfold 1 
Amazing scone I Behold ! the glooms disclose 
I see the nvors m their infant beds , 

Deep, deep I hear them, labouring to get free 
I see the leaning strata, artful ranged , 

• Tlio MracotUes oaUtlio lUplioan Moaulolus Wditi Cammypcvt tlwtle, 
^ ® ^ tI:o ^U..lc 
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The gaping fissuies to receive the rams, 

The melting snows, and ever-dnppmg fogs. 

Skew’d bibnlous above I see the sands. 

The pebbly gravel next, the layers then 
Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths, 

Tbe gutter’d locks and mazy-running clefts , 

Tliat, while the stealmg moisture they transmit 
lletard its motion, and forbid its waste 
Beneath the incessant weeping of these drams, 

I see the rocky siphons stretch’d immense. 

The mighty reservoiis, of harden’d chalk. 

Or stiff compacted clay, capacious form’d 
, O’erflowing thence, the congregated stores. 

The crystal treasures of the liquid world, 

Hitough the stmr’d sands a bubbhng passage bm st 
And welhng out, around the middle steep, 

Or from the bottoms of the bosom’d hills, 

In puio eftusion flow Umted, thus. 

Tile exhahng sun, the vapour-burden’d .nr. 

The gehd mountaiils, that to mm condensed 
These vapours m contmu.d cm rent draw. 

And send them, o’er the fair-divided earth. 

In bounteous nvers to the deep agam, 

A social commerce hold, and firm support 
The full adjusted harmony of things. 

men Autumn scatters his departing gleams, 
.Warn’d of approaching Winter, gathei-’d, pla> 

The swallow-people , and toss’d wide aroun , 

O’er the calm sky, m convolution swift, 

Tlie feather’d eddy floats reioicing once. 
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Ere to their wiutry slumbeis they leLiie— 
la clusters clung, beneath the mouldering bank, 
And where, unpierced bj' frost, the cavern sw eats 
Or mther into v armer chmfs conveyed, 

^7ith other lundrcd birds of season, there 
rhey twittei cheerful, till the vernal months 
Invite them welcome back, for, thionging, now 
lunumerous wings aie m commotion all 
Where the Ilhmo loses lus majestic force 
In Belgian plains, won from the laging deep 
By dihgeiice amazing, and the strong 
Unconquerable hand of iibcity. 

The stork-assembly meets, foi many a day, 
Consultmg deep, and vanous, ere they take 
Their arduous voyage thiough the bquid sky. “ 
And now their route design'd, their leaders choso, 
Their tribes adjusted, clean’d tlioir vigorous wings 
Aud many a cmclo, many a short essay, 

Reel’d round and round— m congregation full 
ilie figured flight ascends , and, riding hin-h 
The aenal biUows, raises with the clouds ° 

Or VNheie the Northern Ocean, m vast whirls, 
Boik xound the naked melancholy isles 
Of furthest Thulb, and the Atlantic surge 
Pours m among the stormy Hebndes- 
Who can recount what transmigrations there 
an^u,l ^l*at nations come and go7 

“ '“'io .lore, nr. 
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Here tlie harmless native lus small flock, 
And herd diminutive of many hues, 

Tends on the httlo island’s veidant swell, 

The shepherd’s seagirt reign , oi, to the rocks 
Dire clingmg, gathers his ovanous food , 

Or sweeps the fishy shore , or treasures up 
The plumage, nsmg full, to form the bed 
Of luxury And here awhile the muse, 

High hovenng o’er the broad cerolean scene, 
SeesOaledoma, m romantic view 
Her any mountains, from the waving main. 
Invested with a keen dtflusivo sky, 

Breathmg the soul acute , her forests hnge, 

Incnlt, robust, and tall, by lTature’5 hand 
Planted of old , her azure Jakes between. 

Pour’d out extensive, and of wateiy wealth 
Pull ; winding deep, and green, her fertile vales — 
With many a cool translucent brimming flood 
Wash’d lovely, from the Tweed (pure parent stream, 
Whoso pastoral banks first heard my Done reed,* 
With, sylvan Jed, thy tiabutary brook) 

To where the north-mflated tempest foams 
O’er Orca’s t or Berubium’s + highest peak 
Nurse of a people, m misfortune’s school 
Ttain’d up to hardy deeds, soon visited 
By learning, when before the Gothic lage 
She took her western flight A manly race. 

Of unsubnuttmg spmt, wise and brave , 

* JMnam, tlio birthplaoo of TbomBon, on tho bonks of tho TtveoJ, 

f Tho Orkneys. 

} A pwraontory in Scotlond, irSlod tlio Capo of St Andrew 
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"WTio still tLrougli bleeding ages struggled haul 
(As Mell unhappy Wallace can attest, 

Great patnot hero ' ill requited chief 1) 

To hold a generous undiminish’d state — 

Too much m vain ' Hence of unequal bounds 
Impatient, and by tempting glory borne ■ 

O’er every land, for eveiy land their life 
Has flow* d profuse, them piercmg genius plauu’d. 
And swell’d the pomp of peace their faithful toil 
As from their own clear north, in radiant streams. 
Bright over Europe bursts the Boreal morn 
Oh ! 13 there not some patriot, in whose power 
That best, that godlike luxury is placed. 

Of blessmg thousands, thousands yet unborn, 
Tlirough late posterity ? some, Large of soul. 

To cheer dejected mdustry, to give 
A double harvest to the pinmg swam. 

And teach the labourmg hand the sweets of toil 1 


How, by the finest art, the native robe 
To weave, how, white as hyperbore.m snow, 

To form the lucid lawn , with venturous oar 
How to dash wide the billow, nor look on, 
^efullv passive, while Batavian fleets 
Dctad „t ae ebttag fay s,v„rmB, 

™ ••'nd upon OUT sfa. 

Ho<v -01 e„l.ve„„.g tnd, to tonse, ™d w.ng 
ne sad, £„„„ 

7J®i4rot,udtIi6sea<„nieledelolje, 
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Yes, there are suclu And full on thee, Argjde,^ 
Her hope, her stay, hei darhug, and her boast. 
From her first patriots and her lieroes sprung, 

Thy fond-imploring country turns her eye , 

In thee, ■with all a mother’s triumph, sees 
Her every -virtue, every grace combined, 

Her genius, •wisdom, her engaging turn, 

Her pndo of honour, and her courage tried, 

Gdm, and intrepid, in the very throat 
Of sulphurous war, on Taisniere’s dreadful field 
Nor less the iialm of peace m-wreathes thy blow 
For, powerful as thy sword, from thy rich 
tongue 

Persuasion flows, and -wins the high debate , 

Wlule mix'd in thee combme the charm of 
youth, 

The force of manhood, and the depth of age 
Thee, Forhfe, t too, whom every worth attends, 

As truth smeere, as weeping fiicndship kind — 

Thee, truly generous, and lu silence great, 

Thy country feels through her rc'vi'vmg arts, 

Plann’d by thy ivisdora, by tby soul mfoim’d , 

An d seldom has she Imown a fnend like thea 

But see the fading raauy-colonr’d woods, 

Shade deepenmg over shade, the country round 
Irabro'wn , a crowded umbrage, dusk, and duii, 

Of every hue fiom wan dechnmg green 
To sooty dark These now 'tho lonesome muse, 

* Jolin, DiAo of Argylo. 

t DtmcAn Torbos, of rnllmian. tlio poi'aonol friend of Tliorason. 
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Low-whispenug, lead into tlieir leaf-stroivii ivallvS 
And give tlie Season in its latest view 
Meantime, light-shadowing all, a sober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ctber , wbose least wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain vfliero to turn 
The gentle current rvlule, illummed vade, 

The dewy-skirtcd clouds imbibe the sun, 

And through their lucid veil his soften’d force 
Shed o’er the peaceful world. Then is the tune 
For those whom wisdom and whom nature charm 
To steal themselves from the degenerate crowd. 

And soar above this little scene of tlnngs. 

To trend low-thoughted vice beneath their feet, 

To soothe the throbbmg passions into peace. 

And woo lone quiet m her silent walks. 

Thus sohtary, and m pensive gmse. 

Oft let me wander o’er the msset mead. 

And through the sadden’d grove, where scarce is heard 
One dymg stram to cheer the w oodman’s toiL 
Haply some widow’d songster pours his plaint, 

Far, m famt warbhngs, through the tawny copse , 
"While congregated thrushes, Imnets, larks, 

And each wild throat, whose artless strains so late 
Swell’d all the music of the swarimng shades, 

Robb’d of their tuneful souls, now shivermg sit 
On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock 1 
"With not a bnghtness wavmg o’er their plumes, 

And nought save chattermg discord m their note. 

Oh let not, aim’d &om some inhuman eye, 

The gun the music of the coming year 
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Destroy ; aud harmless, nnsuspccting hauu, 

Lay the ■n’eak tnbcs, a miserable prey, 

I’l mingled murder, flutteimg on the ground! 

The pale descending year, yet pleasmg still, 

A gentler mood mspires ; for now the leaf 
Incessant rustles from the mournful grove— 

Oft startlmg such as, studious, walk below, 

And slowly circles through the waving air 
But should a quicker breeze amid the bouglis 
Sob, o’er the sky the leafy deluge streams , 

Till choked, and matted ivith the dreaiy shower. 
The forest-walks, at every nsing gale. 

Boll "Wide the wither’d waste, and whistle bleak. 
Bled is the blasted verdure of the fields , 

And, shrunk into their beds, the floncry race 
Their sunny robes resign Even wliat remain’d 
Of bolder fruits falls from the naked tree , 

And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all aiound 
The desolated prospect thrdls the souL 
Ho comes I he comes 1 in every breeze the power 
Of philosophic melancholy comes 1 
His near approach the sudden-starting tear. 

The glowing cheek, the mild dejected an. 

The soften’d feature, and the beating heart. 

Pierced deep with many a virtuous pang, declare 
O’er all the soul his sacred influence breathes , 
Inflames imagmation , tiurough the breast 
Infuses every tenderness , and far 
Beyond dim earth exalts the sweUing thought. 

Ten thousand thousand fleet ideas, such 
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As ui^vci nuugled A\itk tlio vulgai clie<im, 

Ciowd fast into the mind’s cie-itivo eye 
As fast tko correspondent passions nse, 

As varied, and as liigli devotion raised 
To rapture, and divine astomsbment , 

Tlio love of Nature unconfined, and, chief, 

0£ human race the large nmhitious •wish, 

To mate them, blest , the sigh for suffenug worlti 
Lost in obscurity, the noble scorn 
Of tyriint pride , the fearless great resolve , 

The ivonder "which the d3aug patriot draws, 

Inspmng gloiy tluough remotest time , 

The awaken’d tluob for virtue, and for fame , 

The sympathies of love, and friendship dear , 

With aU the social ofisprmg of the heart 
Oh I bear me then to vast erabowermg shades. 

To twihght groves, and visionary vales. 

To weepmg grottoes, and prophetic glooms I 
Where angel forms athwart the solemn dusk 
Tremendous sweep, or seem to sweep, along , 

And voices more than human, through the void 
Deep sounding, seize the enthusiastic ear 

Or IS this gloom too much 1 Then lead, ye pow era 
That o’er the garden and the imul seat 
Preside, which shinmg through the cheerful laua 
In countless numbers blest Britannia sees, 

Oh, lead me to the wide-extended walks, 

The fair majestic paradise of Stowe 1 * 

Not Persian Cyrus on loma’s shore 

• TUo seal of tho Lord Viscount Coblmm —X 
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L cr Baw sucli silvan scenes , such raiious alt 
1)3 genius fired, such ardent genius tamed 
I5y cool judicious art — tliat, in tlie stiifo, 
All-hcautcous Natuie fears to be outdone 
And there, 0 Pitt ! thy country’s carlj’’ boast, 
There let me sit bcncatli the shelter’d slopes, 

Or lu that temple t where, lu future times, 

Thou ncll shalt merit a distingiusli’d name , 

And, \Mtli thy couverso blest, catch the last smile'. 
Of Autumn beaming o’ci the j cllow woods 
'\^^ulc there inth thee the enchanted round I n il , 
The regulated wild, gay fancy then 

t 

Will trend in thought the groves of Attic land 
■\Vill from tliy standard taste refine her ouji. 

Correct licr pencil to the purest truth 
Of Nature^ or, the unimpassion’d suades 
Forsnlung, raise it to the liuraaii mind. 

Or if hereafter she, uath juster hand, 

Shall draw the tragic scene, mstruct her thou, 

To marie the varied movements of the heart, 

"Wliat every decent charicter requires, 

And every passion speaks — oh 1 through hei stiaiu^ 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence 1 that moulds 
The attentive senate, charms, persuades, exalts. 

Of honest zeal the indignant bghtnmg throws, 

And shakes corruption on hei venal throne 
While thus we talk, and through Elysnm vales 
Oebghted rove, perhaps a sigh escapes 
What pity, Cobham, thoutliy verdant files 
* Enrl of Clmtlmm t Tho tomplc of Virtue in Stowe GardcnB 
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Not so tho man of plulosopluc eye, 

And inspect sage , the waving brightness he 
Cunous surveys, inquisitive to know 
The causes, and materials, yet unfix’d, 

Of this appearance beautifnl and nci\ 

Now black, and deep, the night begins to fall, 

A shade immense Sunk in the quenching gloom, 
Magnificent and vast, are Leaven and earth 
Order confounded lies , all beauty void , 
Distinction lost , and gay variety 
One universal blot such the fair pow er 
Of bght, to kmdlo and cieate the whole 
Drear is the state of the benighted wretch, 

Who then, bewilder’d, wanders through the dark, 
Pull of pale fancies, and chimeras huge , 

Nor visited by one directive ray. 

From cottage streanuug, or from airy hall. 
Perhaps, impatient as he stumbles on, 

Struck from the root of sbmy nishes, blue 
The wdd fire scattcis louud, or gather’d trails 
A length of flame deceitful o’er tho moss — 
Whithei decoy’d by the fantastic blaze. 

Now lost and now renew’d, be smks absorp’d, ' 
Bider and horse, amid the imiy gulph , 

While still, from day to day, bis pining wife 
And plamtive children his return await, 

In wild conjecture lost At other times, 

Bent by the better gemus of tlie night, 

Dmoxions, gleaming on the horse’s mane, 

The meteor sits , and shews the narrow path, 
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Tliafc wmdiug leads tliroiigli pits of death, or else 
lustnicts him ho'^_^ tak e tb o dangerous ford 
The lengthen’d mglit elapsed, the morning shines 
Sejene, in all her dewy beauty bright, 

Unfolding fair the last autumnal daj 
And now the mounting sun dispels the fog , 

The rigid hoar-frost melts before his beam, 

And hung on cveiy spray, on every blade 
Of grass, the mynad dciv^ops tw inkle round 
Ah, sec where robb’d, and murder’d, in that pit 
Lies the still-heaving hive 1 at evening snatch’d. 
Beneath the cloud of giult-conccahng night, 

And fix’d o’er sulphur , while, not dreaming ill, 

The happy people, in their waxen cells, 

Sat tending public cares, and planmng schemes 
Of temperance, for "Winter poor— rejoiced 
To mark, full-flowing round, their copious stoics 
Sudden the dark oppressive steam ascends , 

And, used to milder scents, the tender race. 

By thousands, tumble from their honied domes. 
Convolved, and agonising m the dust. 

An d was It then for this you roam’d the Spring, 
Intent from flower to flower? for this you toil’d 
Ceaseless the bummg Summer heats away ? 

For this in Autumn search’d tlie blooimng waste, 

Uor lost one sunny gleam ? for this sad fate ? 

O man I tyranmc lord I how long, how long. 

Shall prostrate Nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awaitmg renovation ? "When obhged. 

Must you destroy ? Of their ambrosial food 
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Can you not borrow , and, m just return, 

Afford them shelter from the wintry winds , 

Or, as the sharp year pinches, wuth their own 
A gam regale them on some smilmg daj 1 
See where the stony bottom of their town 
Loots desolate, and wdd, with here and there 
A helpless number, who the ruin’d state 
Survive, lamentmg weak, cast out to death 
Thus a proud aty, populous and rich, 
fnll of the works of peace, and high m joj, 

At theatre or feast, or sunk in sleep, 

(As late, Palermo, was thy fate,) is seized 
By some dread earthquake, and convulsive hurl’d, 
Sheer from the black foundation, stench-m\olved, 
Into a gulph of blue sulphureous flame 
Hence every harsher sight ' for now the day, 

O’er heaven and earth diflused, grows warm and high, 

Infimte splendour i wide investing all 

How still the breeze 1 save what the filmy threads 

Of dew evaporate brushes from the plain 

How clear the cloudless dry 1 how deeply tinged 

With a pecuhar blue I the ethereal arch 

How swell’d immense I amid whose azure throned 

The radiant sun how gay 1 how calm below, 

The glided earth ! the harvest-treasures aU 
How gather’d m,^ beyoud the rage of storms, 

Sure to the swam , the circlmg fence shut up , 

And mstant Wmter’s utmost rage defied 
"While, loose to festive joy, the country round 
Laughs with the loud smeenty of mirth, 
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Shook to the wind their cares The toil-strung youth, 
By the quick sense of music taught alone, 

Leaps wildly graceful in the lively dance. 

Iler every charm abroad, the viUage-toast, 

Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich. 

Darts not unmeanmg looks , and, where her eye 
Points an approving snule, with double force 
The cudgel rattles, and the wrestler twmes 
Ago too shmes out , and, garrulous, recounts 
The feats of youth Thus tlicy rejoice, nor thinlc 
That, with to-morrow’s sun, their annual toil 
Begms again the never-ccasmg round. 

Oh > knew he but his happiness, of men 
The happiest ho, who far from pubhc r.igo. 

Deep m the vale, with a choice few retired, 

Dnnks the pure pleasures of the rural life ! 

What though the dome be wantmg, whoso proud gate, 
Each morning, vomits out the sneaking crowd 
Of flatterers false, and in their turn abused ? 

Vile mtercourso ! What though the glittenng robe. 

Of every hue reflected light can give. 

Or floating loose, or stiff with mazy gold. 

The pride and gaze of fools 1 oppress him not? 

Wluit though, from utmost land and sea purvey’d, 

For him each rarer tributary life 
Bleeds not, and his msatiato table heaps 
With luxury, and death ? What though Ins bos\ 1 
Flames not uath costly jmco, nor smile m beds, 

Oft of gay care, he tosses out the mght. 

Or melts the thoughtless hours in idle state ? 
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Wliat tliongli he knows not those fantastic joys, 

That still amuse the wanton, still deceive , 

A face of pleasure, but a heart of pain , 

Their hollow moments undehghted all? 

Sure peace is his , a sohd life, estranged 
To disappomtment, and fallacious hope , 

Rich m content, m Nature’s bounty nch. 

In herbs and frmts , whatever greens the Spring 
When heaven descends m showers, or bends the bough 
IVhen Summer reddens and when Autumn beams. 

Or m the wmtiy glebe whatever hes 
Conceal’d, and fattens with the richest sap — 

These are not wantmg , nor the milky drove, 
Liminant, spread o’er aU the lowmg vale , 

Nor bleatmg mountams , nor the chide of streams 
And hum of bees, invitmg sleep smcere 
Into the guiltless breast, beneath the shade. 

Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay , 

Nor aught besides of prospect, grove, or song, 

Dim grottoes, gleaming lakes, and fountam clear 
Here too dwells simple truth , plain innocence , 
TJnsnlhed beauty , sound unbroken youth, 

Patient of labour, with a httle pleased , 

Health ever bloommg , imambitious toil , 

Calm contemplation, and poetic ease. 

Let others brave the flood m quest of gam, 

And beat, for joyless months, the gloomy uave. 

Let such as deem it glory to destroy, 

Rush mto blood, the sack of cities seek , 

Unpierced, esultmg in the widow’s wad, 
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Tbo virgm’s slirielr, and infant’s trembling ciy 
Let some, fni distant fiom their native soil, 

Urged or by n'ant or harden’d avarice, 

Find other lands beneath another snn 
Let this through cities work his eager way, 

By legid outrage and establish’d gmle. 

The social sense extmet, and that feimcnt 
Mad into tumult the seditious herd. 

Or melt them down to slavery Let tliese 
Insnaro the n'rotched in the tods of law, 

Fomenting discord, and perplesmg right, 

An iron race ' and those of fairei front, 

But equal inhumamty, m courts. 

Delusive pomp, and dark cabals, debght , 

Wreathe the deep bow, difluse the lying smde, 

And tread the weary labyrmth of state 
Whde he, fiom all the stormy passions fiee 
That restless men mvolve, hears, and but hcais, 

At distance safe, the human tempest itmr. 

Wrapp’d close in conscious peace '"Tiie fall of 
kings, 

The r^o of nations, and the crush of states. 

Move not the man who, from the world escaped, 

In still retieats, and flowery sohtudes. 

To Nature’s voice attends, from month to month, 
And day to day through tlie revolving year , 
Adnmmg, sees her m her every shape , 

Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart , 

Takes what she liberal gives, nor thinks of more 
He, when young Spring protrudes th e_ bmstmg _gcn h 
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Marks the first bud, and sucks the healthful g? 

Into his freshen’d soul , her genial hours 
He full enjoys , and not a beauty blows, 

And not an opening blossom breathes, in vain 
In Summer he, beneath the living shade, 

Such as o’er fngid Temps'*^ -wont to vrai e, 

Or Hmmust cool, reads vrhat the muse, of these 
Perhaps, has m immortal numbers sung , 

Or what she dictates writes , and oft, an cj e 
Shot round, rejoices m the vigorous year, 

\NTien Autumn’s yellow lustre gilds the world, 

And tempts the sicklcd 8i\am into the field. 

Seized by the general joy, his heart distends 
With gentle throes , and, through the tepid gleanii 
Deep musmg, then ho best exerts his song 
Even Winter wild to him is full of bliss 
The mighty tempest, and the hoary waste. 

Abrupt and deep, stretch’d o’er the buried earth, 
Awake to solemn thought At mght the slues. 
Disclosed, and kmdled, by refining frost. 

Pour every lustre on the exalted eye 
A fnend, a book, the stealing hours secure, 

And mark them down for wisdom. With sinft 
wmg, 

O’er land and sea imagmation roams , 

Or truth, divinely breakmg on his mmd, S 
Hates his bemg, and unfolds his powers , 

Or m his hreast heroic virtue bums 


* A valo or ravlna In Thessaly, — 
t A mountain in Thossaly 
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The touch, of hindred too and love he feels , 

Tlie modest eye, whose beams ou lus alone 
Ecstatic shme , the httlo strong embrace 
Of pratthng children, twmed around his necic, 
And emihons to please him, calhng forth 
The fond parental souL Nor purpose gay. 
Amusement, dance, or song, ho sternly scorns , 
For happiness and true philosophy 
.Are of the social still, and smihng kmd 
This IS the life which those who fret in guilt. 
And guilty cities, never knew , the hfe 
Led'by ptimeval ages, imcorrupt. 

When angels dwelt, and Go d him self, with man 1 
0 Nature 1 all-sufficient ' over all 1 
Enrich mo ivith the knowledge of thy works 1 
Snatch me to heaven , thy roUing wonders there. 
World beyond world, in infimto extent. 

Profusely scatter’d o’er the blue mimense. 

Shew me , their motions, periods, and their lavs, 
Give mo to scan through the disclosmg deep 
Light my blind way the mmernl strata there , 
Thiaist, blooming, thence the vegetable world , 
O’er that the nsmg system, more complex. 

Of animals , and higher still, the mind. 

The vatied scene of qmck-compounded thought, 
And where the mixing passions endless shift — 
These ever open to my ravish’d eye , 

A search, the flight of time can ne’er exhaust 1 
But if to that unequal — ^if the blood. 

In sluggish streams about my heart, forbid 
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^Tlie ptti]’t>5^<l — AHilrc*' lo Iho Harl of 'Vnimii)t^on~nrst o^r<roacli ol 

Vlntff — AcconJInp: lo the nalurnl cour-o Of tlio season, \ai'foii8 Btornis 
tJesj^-ribcd — TWn— ’Wtiid— Sno^— TT jo driving of tlio snovrs )a man per 
Wilng nmong lhcn,lc*'’litn«i reflections on the wants and miseries o' 
hotnan llfc^'nievvulres descending from tho Aipsnnd Apoiinluos — A win 
te* erenliig de.'CriUcd ba FyKjnt hy plillosopbcra , by tho country people , 
In Uso cIiy—Froat— -A tIcw of winter within tho polar clrolo— A thaw— 
Tlio wlio*o concluding with moral rcflcellons on n future elate. 

Sei, Winter coinc«>, to rule tlic vaned jear, 

Sullen and sad. Math nil lus nsnig tram , 

Vapours, and clouds, and storms. Bo tlieso my theme, 
Tlicsc, tliat exalt the soul to solemn tliought, 

And hcaienly musing Welcome, kmdred glooms ' 
Congenial liorrors, hail ! mth frequent foot, 

Pleased have I, m my cheerful morn of life, 

When nursed by careless solitude I lived, 

Aud sung of UTature wntli rmccasing joy, 

Pleased have I wander’d through your rough domain , 
Trod the pure virgin snows, myself as pure , 

Heard the winds roar, and tho big touent burst, 

Or seen the deep fermentmg tempest broM-’d 
In tho gnm evening slcy Thus pass’d the time , 

Till through the lucid chambers of the south 
Look’d out tlio joyous Spring— look'd out and smiled. 
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To tliee, the patron of this first essay, 

The muse, 0 Wilmington 1* renews her song 
Since has she rounded the revolvmg year 
Skimm’d the gay Spnng , on eagle-pimons borne, 
Attempted through the Summer blaze to rise , 
Then swept o’er Autumn with the shadowy gale , 
And now among the wmtiy clouds ngam, 

RoU’d m the doubhng storm, she tnes to soar , 
To swell her note with all the rushing wmds. 

To suit her sounding cadence to the floods , 

As IS her theme, her numbers wddly great 
Thrice happy ! could she fill thy judgmg ear 
With bold descnption, and with manly thought. 
Nor art thou skill’d in awful schemes alone. 

And how to make a mighty people thrive 
But equal goodness, sound mtegnty, 

A firm, unshaken, uncorrupted soul 
Amid a slidmg age, and burnmg strong, 

Not vamly blazmg, for thy country’s weal — 

A steady spirit, regularly free 
These, each exaltmg each, the statesman bght 
Into the patriot , these, the pubbc hi.pe 
And eye to thee convertmg, bid the muse 
Eccord what envy dares not flattery call 
Now wlien the cheerless empire of the sky 
To Cnpncom the Centaur Archer yields, 

And fierce Aquarius stams the mverted year 

llung o’er the farthest verge of heaven, the sun 
Scarce spreads o’er ethei the dejected day 

- • Sir Bponcor Cotnpton, aOerwards Earl of Wilmiugtoa. 
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Faint arc Ins gleams, and incffectiml shoot 
His struggling rays, jn horizontal lines, 

"Through the thicli air, as clothed m cloudy stoim, 
Weak, ^val1, and broad, ho skirts the soutbein sky , 
And, soon descenduig, to the long dark night, 
Wide-shading all, the prostrate woild resigns. 

Nor IS the night unwisli'd, ■nbilo vital heat. 

Light, life, andjoj', the dubious day foisaka 
Meantime, in sable cincture, shadoivs vast, 
Dcep-tinged and damp, and congregated clouds, 

And all the vapoury turbulence of heaven, 

Involve the face of thmgS Thus Winter falls, 

A heavy gloom oppressive o’er the ivorld. 

Through Nature shedding influence malign, 

And rouses np the seeds of dark disease. 

The Bonl of roan dies m him, loatlimg hfc, 

And black ivith more than melancholy views 
The cattle droop , and o’er the furrow’d land. 

Fresh from the plough, the dun-discolour’d flocks, 
Untended spreadmg, crop the wholesome root 
Along the woods, along the moonsh fens, 

Sighs the sad genius of the coming stoim , 

And up among the loose disjointed cliffs. 

And fractured mountams wild, the biawhng brook 
And cave, presageful, send ti hollow moan, 
Kesoundinglong in hstouing fancy’s ear 
Then comes the father of the tempest forth^ 
Wrapt m bkick glooms First, joyless rams obscure 
Drive through the mihglmg slues with vapour foul, 
Dash on the mountain’s brow, and shake the woods 
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Tliiit grumbluig ave below TJic unsightly plain 
Lies a broivn delngc , as the low-bent clouds 
Pour flood on flood, yet unexbaiisted still 
Combine, and deepemng into nigbt sLiit lip 
The day’s fair face The wanderers of heaven, 

Each to his home, retire , saie those that love 
To take their pastime in the troubled an, 

Or skimming flutter round the dunplj pool 
The cattle from the untasted fields return, 

And ask, with meanmg low, their wonted stalls, 

Or rummate m the contiguous shade. 

Thither the household feathery people crowd — 

The crested cock, with all Ins female train, 

Pensive and dnppmg , while the cottage hind 
Hangs o’er the enhvemng blaze, and talefnl there 
Eecounts his simple frobc much he talks, 

And much he laughs nor recks the storm that blows 
"Without, and rattles on his humble roof 
"Wide o’er the bnm, with many a torrent swell’d, 

And the mix’d ruin of its banks o’erspread. 

At last the roused-up nver pours along 
Resistless, roanng, dreadful, down it comes, 

From the rude mountain, and the mossy wild, 
Tumbbng through rocks abrupt, and sounding far , 
Then o’er the sanded valley floatmg spreads, 

Cairo, sluggish, silent , till agam, constrain’d 
Between two meeting hills, it burst awa\, 

Where rocks and woods o’erhang the tnrbid stream— 
There gathenng tnple force, rapid and deep, 

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders tbrougb 
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Katuro • great parent 1 wlioso unceasing liand 
Eolls round tLe Seasons of Uio diangcfij] year, 
Hoiy miglity, ]iow majestic, aro tliy works 1 
With vhat a pleasing dread they swell the soul I 
That sees astomsh’d, and astonisli’d sings ! 

Ye too, yo "winds ' that now begin to blow, 

With boisterous sweep, I raise my voice to you 
"Wlicre arc your stores, ye powerful beings ' say, 
Where your atnal magazines reserved. 

To swell the brooding tenore of the storm 7 
In what far-distant region of the sky. 

Hush’d m deep silence, sleep ye when ’tis calm J 

^Vhen from the pallid sky the sun descends. 
With many a spot, that o’er his glaring orb 
Uncertain wanders, stain’d — ^red fiery streaks 
Begm to flush around. The rcchng clouds 
Stagger with dizzy as doubting yet 
Which master to obey , wlule rising slow. 

Blank, m the leaden colour’d east, the moon 
Wears a n an circle round her blunted honis, - 
)Secn through the turbid, fluctuating air. 

The stars obtuse emit a shivenng rav , 

Or frequent seem to shoot athwart the gloom, 
And long belund them trail the whitemng blaze 
Snatch’d in short eddies, -plays the -wither’d loaf 
And on the flood the dancmg feather floats. 

With broaden’d nostrils to the sky upturn’d, 

Tlio conscious heifer snuffs the stormy gale 
Even as the matron, at her nightly task, 

With pensive labour dra-w's the flaxen thread, 
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The ■wasted taper and the craclJmg flame 
Foretell the blast But chief the plumy race. 

The tenants of the sky, its changes speak 
Retinng from the downs, where all day long 
They pick’d their scanty fare, a blackening tram 
Of clamorous rooks tluck-urgo their weary flight, 

And seek the closing shelter of tlie grove. 

Assiduous, in his bower, the wailmg oi\l 
Phes his sad song Tlio cormorant on high 
Wheels from the deep, and screams along the land 
Loud shneks the soaring hern , and with wild wing 
The circbng sea fowl cleave the flaky clouds 
Ocean, uncqttal press’d, with broken tide 
And bhnd commotion heaves , while from the shore, 
Eat into caverns by the restless wave, 

And forest-rustbng mountains, comes a voice, 

That solemn sounding bids th^ world prepare. 

Then issues forth the -toim 'with sudden burst, 

And hurls the who’t j recipitated an 
Down in a torrent-. On the passive main 
Descends the ethv.rcal force, and with strong gust 
Turns from its bottom the discolour’d defcp 
Through the black nigbt that sits immense m onnd. 
Lash’d mto foam, the fierce couflictmg bnne > 

Beema o’er a thousand raging wates to burn 
Meantime the mountam-biUows, to the clouds ~ 

In dreadful tumult swell’d, surge aboae surge, 

Burst into chaos ■with tremendous roar, 

-And anchor’d na'vies from their stations drive, 

Wild as the wmds across the howling ayima 

■*”' — - — ^ 


TVJNTEf ; 

of miglitj’ A.ntcra . now the anflnled %nve 
Stmining tlicy sctilc, and now impefuoas shoot 
Into the secret chamherH of the deep, 

Tlic ■ninto’ IhvlUc thundenng o’er tltcir herd 
Emerging Ihcncc again, before the breath 
Of full-exerted heaven they 111115 their course, 

And dart on distant coasts , if some sharp rock, 

Or shoal in‘=idious, break not their career, 

- And in loose fragments fling them floating round 

Kor leas at land the loo-cn'd tempest reigns. 

The inountam thunders , and its sturdy sons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rocl^ they shade 
Tyinc on the midnight steep, and all aghast, 

Tlic dark iva> faring stranger breathless toils, 

And, often falling, chrabs against the blast. 

Low waves the rooted forest, vex’d, and sheds 
Wliat of its famish’d honours jet remain , 

Dash’d dovrn, and scatter’d, by the tcanng irind’u 

Assiduous fury, its gigantic limbs 

Thns struggling through the dissipated grove, 

The avhirhng tempest raves along the plain , 

And on the cottage thatch’d, or lordly roof, 
Kccn-fastemng, shakes them to the solid base. 

Sleep frighted flies , and round the rocking dome, 

Tor entrance eager, howls the savage blast 
Then too, they say, through all the burden’d air, 

Long groans arc heard, shnil sounds, and distant sighs 
That, utter’d by the demon of the night, 
tVam the devoted wTctch of w o 5 and death. 

1 ftigo uproai lords it wadt 'Plio clouds, coinuiix’cl 
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With Stars swiit-gliduig, srreep along tlie sky 
All nature reels till Natnre’s Kjng, who oft 
Amid tempestuous darkness dwells alone, 

And on the wmgs of the careenng wmd 
Walks dreadfully serene, commands a calm , 

Then straight air, sea, and earth, are hush’d at once 
As yet ’tis nudmght deep The weary clouds, 
Slow-meetmg, mingle mto sohd gloom. 

Now, while the drowsy world hes lost in sleep, 

Let me associate with the serious night, 

And contemplation her sedate compeer , 

Let me shake off the intmsive cares of day. 

And lay the meddling senses all aside 
Where now, ye lying vanities of life ’ 

Ye ever-temptmg, ever cheating tram > 

Where are you now? and wLat is your amount 
Vexation, disappomtment, and remoise. 

Sad, sickenmg thought! and yet deluded man, 

A scene of crude disjointed visions past. 

And broken slumbers, nses still resolved. 

With new flush’d hopes, to run the giddy round 
Father of hght and life 1 thou Good Supreme ' 

0 teach me vhat is good ! teach me Thyself ! 

Save me from folly, vamty, and vice. 

From every low pursmt , and feed my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure - 
Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss ' 

The keener tempests come and fummg dun 
From all the hvid cast, or piercmg north, 

Tluck clouds -iscend—in whose capacious womb 
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A Tfipoury deluge lies, to snow congeal’d 
Hcavi"^ they roll their fleecy world along , 

And the sky saddens with the gathei-’d storm 0 > 


And tno sky sadd<ms -v ^ . 

'“trough the huslm air the whif ning shower d*escends, 
. At first thin wavering, tiU at last the flakes 


nFall broad, and wide, and fiwt, dimming the day^^^^.^jj. 
With a contmual flow. The chensh’d fields 
Put on their wintcr-robe of purest white 
^’Tis bnghtness all , save where the new snow melts 
‘ Along the mazy current Ltw, the woods 
Bow their hoar head , and, ere the languid sun 
. Faint from the west emits his evenmg ray, ' 

Earth's universal f^c, ^deep-hid and chilly 
Is one wild dnzzlmg avasto, that bnncs wide 
V, The wor ks of man Droopmg, the labourer ox 
Stands cover’d o’er with snow, and then demands “ ' 
The frjut of aU his toil The fowls of heaven, 

Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 
The Avinnowing store, and claim the httlo boon 
Which Providence assigns them One alone, 

' The redbreast, sacred to the household gods, 

Wisely regardful of the emb^ihng sky, 

In joyless fields and thorny thickets leaves 
His shivermg mates, and pays to trusted man 
His annual visit Half afraid, he first 
"^Agamst the window beats , then, brisk, abghts 
On the varm hearth , then, hoppmg o’er the floor. 

Eyes all the smilmg family askance, 
t And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is- 
Till. more familiar growm, the table-crumbs 
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Attract luE Blender feet The foodless n jlds 
Pour forth their bro-wn inhabitants The hare, 

' Though timorous of heart, and hard beget 
By death in various forms, dark snares, and dogs, 

And more nnpitying men, the garden seeks, ’ 

Urged on by fearless "want The bleating kin^^^ 

^ye the black heaven, and next the ghstcnuig eartb_, 
^^■With looks of dumb despair, then, sad dispersed, 

Dig for the -wither’d herb through heaps of snow 
Now, shepherds, to your helpless charge be kind 
Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens 
With food at will , lodge them below the storm, 

And watch them stnet for from the bellowing east. 

In this dire season, oft the whirlwind’s wing 
Sweeps np the burden of whole wintry plains 
At one vude waft, and o’er the hapless flocks. 

Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring hiUs, 

The biUowy tempest whehns , till, upward urged. 

The valley to a shnung mountam swells. 

Tipp’d with a wreath high-curhng in the sky 
As thus the sno-ws arise, and foul and fierce 
All "Winter drives dong the darken’d air. 

In his own loose-revolving fields the swam 
DisastePd stands, sees other billa ascend. 

Of unknown joyless brow, and other scenes, 

Of homd prospect, shag the trackless pkin , 

"Hor finds the nver, nor the forest, hid. 

Beneath the formless wild ; but wanders on 

Prom hfil to dale, still more and more astray 

Impatient flouncing through the dnfted heaps. 
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i StuDg -ndtli tlio tlioiigMs of lioino , the thoughts of 

home 

Eush on his nerves, and call their vigour foi th 
In many a vain attempt How smks his soul ' 

What black despair, what horror fills his heart 1 
Wlien for the dusky spot which fancy feign’d 
i His tufted cottage, rising through the snow, 

[ Ho meets the roughness of the middle waste, 

Far from the track, and blest abode of man , 

^Vhlle round him night resistless closes fast, 
i And every tempest, howlmg o’er his head, 

Kendors the savage wilderness more wild 
dhen throng the busy shapes into his mind. 

Of cover’d pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire descent 1 beyond the power of frost, 

Of faitliless bogs , of precipices huge. 

Smooth’d up with snow , and, what is land, unknown, 
What water, of the still unfrozen sprmg. 

In the loose marsh or sohtary lake. 

Where the fresh fountain from the bottom boils 
These check his fearful steps , and down ho sinks 
Beneath the shelter of the shapeless drift, 

Thmkmg o’er aU the bitterness of death. 

Mix’d with the tender anguish Nature shoots 
Through the wnmg bosom of the dymg man-- 
His wife, his children, and his friends unseen 
In vam for him the officious wife prepares 
The file fair-blazing, and the vestment warm , 

In vam bis httle children, peSpmg out 
j Into the niinghng storm, demand their sire, 
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AYitli tears of artless mnoccnce. Alas ! 

Nor wife, nor cluldren, more eLall lie bdioW, 

Nor friends, nor sacred home On everj' iien c 
The deadly Winter seizes , shuts up sense , 

And, o’er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the snows a stiffen’d corse — 
Stretch’d out, and bleaching in the northern blast. 

Ah ! little think the gay hcentious proud, 

Whom pleasure, pow'cr, and affluence surround , 
They, who their thonghtless hours in giddy mu tli. 
And wanton, often cruel, not waste , 

Ah 1 httlo think they, while they dance along, 

How many feel this very moment death. 

And all the sad variety of pain 
How many sink in the doaounng flood, 

Or more devounng flame How many bleed. 

By shameful variance betwixt man and man 
How many pme m want, and dungeon glooms , 
Shut from the common air, and common use 
Of their owm limbs How many dnnk the cup 
Of baleful gnef, or eat the bitter bread 
Of misery Sore pierced by wmtry winds. 

How many shrmk mto the sordid hut 
Of cheerless poverty How many shako 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, ' 
Unbounded passion, madness, guilt, remorse , 
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of hfe, 
They furnish matter for the tragic muse 
Even in the vale, where wisdom loves to dwell. 
With fnendslup, peace, and contemplation join’d. 


On every nerre 

Tlw deadly Winter Mixes •ImU up wnM 
And, o ex nli Iinnott vital* cwplnff cold, 
l>ay« bfiQ along the onov* a lUfTcu'd corse — 

Btntcb d out and bleaching In th6 northern hlaxt. 
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How many, rack’d with honest passions, droop 
In deep retired distress How many stand 
Around the deathbed of their dearest fnends, 

And point the partmg anguish Thought fond man 
Of these, and all the thousand nameless ills. 

That one incessant struggle render life 
One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate. 

Vice in his lugh career would stand appall’d, 

And heedless, rambhng impulse learn to think , 

Tlie conscious heart of charity would waim 
And her wide wish benevolence dilate , 

TJie social tear would rise, the social sigh , 

And into clear perfection, gradual bbss, 

Hefimng still, the social passions work- 
And here can I forget the generous band,* 

Who, touch’d with human woe, redressive seaich’d 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jad? 

Unpitied, and unheard, where misery moans , 

Where sickness pmes , where thirst and hunger hunt. 
And poor misfortune feels the lash of vice. 

While in the land of hbeity, the land 
Whose every stiect and pubhc meeting glow 
With open freedom, httle tyrants raged 
Snatch’d the lean morsel from the starving mouth , 
Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter’d need , 

Even robb’d them of the last of comforts, sleep , 

The free-bom Bnton to the dimgeon chain’d, 

Oi as the lust of cruelty prevail’d. 

At pleasure mark’d Turn with inglonous stnpes , 

* TIio JnU Comnilttco, In tho year 17!!0 
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And crush'd out lives, by secret barbarous ways, 

That for their country v oiild have toil’d, or bled 
0 great design 1 if executed well. 

With patient care, and wisdom-temper’d real 
Ye sons of mercy ! yet resume the search , 

Drag forth the legal monsters into light. 

Wrench from their hands oppression’s iron rod, 

And bid the cruel feel the pains they give 
Much stdl untouch’d remains, in this rank age, 

Much IS the patnot’s weedmg hand required 
The toils of law, (what dark insidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth. 

And lengthen simple justice into trade,) j 

How glonouB were the day that saw these broke I 

And every man within the reach of nght! 

By wmtry famine roused, from all the tract 
Of horrid mountains which the shinmg Alps, 

And wavy Apenninc, and Pyrenees, 

Branch out stupendous mto distant lands — 

Cruel as death, and hungry os the grave 1 
Burning for blood 1 bony, and gaunt, and grim ' 

Assembhng wolves m raging troops descend , 

And, ponnng o’er the country, bear along. 

Keen as the north wmd sweeps the glossy snon 
All IS their prize. They fasten on the steed. 

Press him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart 
Nor can the bull his awful front defend, 

Or shake the murdering savages away 
Eapacious, at the mother’s throat they fly 
And tear the screaming infant from her brennt 

: P 
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Tlio godbko face of man avails lum nought 
Even kcauty, force dmnc ! at vlioso bright glance 
Tlio generous lion stands m soften’d gaze, 

Here bleeds, a liapless undistinguish’d prey 
But if, apprized of the severe attack, 

The country be shut up— lured by the scent, 

On cliurchyards drear (uibuman to relate I) 

Tlio disappointed prowlers fall, and dig 
The shrouded body from the grave , o’er winch. 

Mix’d -with foul shades, and flighted ghosts, tlieyhonl 
Among those hilly regions, where embraced 
In peaceful vales the happy Orisons dwell , 

Oft, rushing sudden from the loaded chffis. 

Mountains of snow their gathering terrors roll 
From steep to steep, loud-thundenng, down they come, 
A wintry waste in dire commotion aU , 

And herds, and flocks, and travellers, and swains. 

And sometimes whole bngades of marching troops, 

Or hamlets sleeping m tho dead of night, 

Are deep beneath tho smothering rum whelm’d 
Now, all amid tho ngours of the year, 

In the wild depth of Winter, while without 
The ceaseless winds blow ice, be my retreat. 

Between the groaning forest and the shore, 

Beat by the boundless multitude of waves, 

A rural, shelter’d, sohtary scone , 

Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers jom 
To cheer the gloom Tliero studious let me sit. 

And hold high converse with the mighty dead , 

Sages of ancient time, as gods revered, 
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As gods beneficent, vcho Mess’d mankind 
■With arts, intb arms, and bmnanised a rrorli 
Eonsed at the inspiring tbongbt, I tlirow aside 
The long-lived volume , and, deep-musing, hail 
The sacred shades, that slowly-rismg pass 
Before my ivondenng eyes. Krst Socrate-s, 

Who, firmly good in a corrupted state, 

Against the rage of tyrants smgle stood. 
Invincible I calm reason’s holy law. 

That voice of God mtlun the attentive mmd. 
Obeying, fearless, or ui life or death 
Great moral teacher ! wisest of mankind > 

Solon the next, who built Ins commonweal 
Ou equity’s wide base , by tender laws 
A lively people curbing, j et undamp’d 
Preserving stdl that qmck pecuhar fibre, 

WTience in the laureli’d field of finer arts, 

And of bold freedom, they unequall’d shone — 
The pnde of smihng Greece, and buman-kmd. 
Lycurgus then, who bon’d beneath the force 
Of stnctest discipline, severely wise, 

All human passions. Following him, 1 see. 

As at Thermopyhe he glorious feU, 

The firm devoted chief, who proved by deeds 
The hardest lesson which the other taught * 

Then Anstides lifts his honest front , 

Spotless of heart, to nhom the uuflattenng voice 
Of freedom gave the noblest name of Just, 

In pure majestic poverty revered , 

* Leonidas — T 
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Wlio, even lus filoiy to Ins country’s tvcrI 
Submitting, swell’d a haughty rival’s fame * 

Rear’d by his care, of softei ray, appears 
Cunon sweet-soul’d , whoae genius, lising strong. 
Shook off the load of young debauch , abroad 
The scourge of Persian pnde, at home the fnend 
Of every -worth and every splendid art — 

Modest, and simple, in the pomp of wealth f 
Tlien the last worthies of decbuing Greece, 

Late call’d to glor}', m unequal times, 

Pensive, appear Tlio fair Connthian boast, 
Tiraoleon, temper’d happy, mild and firm, 

Who wept the brothei while the tyrant bled J 
And, equal to the best, the Theban pan. 

Whose -virtues, in heroic concord jom’d. 

Their country raised to fieedom, empire, fame. § 

He too, with whom Atheraan honour sunk. 

And left a mass of sordid Iccs belmid, 

Phocion the Good , m pubhc hfe severe. 

To -virtue still moxorably firm , 

But when, beneath lus low illustrious loof. 

Sweet peace and happy -wisdom smooth’d his brow, 
Not fuendship softer was, nor love moie land || 

And he, the last of old Lycurgus’ sons 
The generous -victim to that -vain attempt, 

To save a rotten state, Agis, who saw 
Even Sparta’s self to servile avance sunkH 
The two Achaian heroes close the tram 

» Thomlstoclca — T i Cimon tbo son of JlilUtidcs 

t Tlmoplirmcs, the tyrant of Coilnth § rdopldas and Lpainlnoiidn.i — T 

U Plioclon, ^ A/ds tliosonofEudamIdns 11 
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AratuSj who awhile relumed the soul 
Of fondly Imgering liberty in Greece , ’ 

And he her darling as her latest hope, 

The gallant Philopcemen, who to arms 
Turn’d the lusunoua pomp he could not cure , 

Or, toihng m his farm, a simple swain^ 

Or, bold and slolful, thundermg in the field t _ 

Of rougher front, a mighty people come ! 

A race of heroes 1 m those virtuous times 
Which knew no stain, save that with partlvl flame 
Their dearest country they too fondly loved. 

Her better founder first, the hght of Borne, 

Numa, who soften’d her rapacious sons t 
Servius, the king who laid the sohd base 
On which o’er earth the vast repubhc spread.! 

Then the great consuls venerable nse 
The pubhc ’"ather who the pnvate quell d, 

As on the dread tribunal sternly sad. || 

He whom his thankless country could not lose, 

CamiUus, only vengeful to her foes 
Fabncius, scomer of all-conquenng gold , 

And Omemnatus, awful from the plough. 

Tliy willing victim, Carthage, burstmg loose 
From all that pleadmg Nature could oppose , 

From a whole city’s tears, by rigid faith 
Imperious call’d, and honour’s dire command T 
Scipio, the gentle diief, humanely brave, 

• Aratua. ^ PhUopteinou 

t "Eloctea 'king of Romo after the dcatli of Romnlus 

I Eorvlua TatUus, sixth king of Romo Q JIarous Junius Brutu! T 

^ ReguliiB — T 
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VrTio sdon the race of spotless ghvy ran , 

And, vrann in youth, to the poetic shade 
With friendship and philosophy retired.'*^ 

Tnlly, ■whose powerful eloquence awhdo 
Bcstraiu’d the rapid fate of rushing Rome. 
Uncouquer^d Cato, "virtuous in extrema 
And thou, unhappy Brutus, land of heart, 

Wlioso steady arm, by awful -virtue urged, 

Lifted the Roman steel against thy fueud , 
Thousands, besides, the tnbute of a verse 
Demand , but wlio cau count the stars of heaven ? 
Who sing their influence on this lower world 2 
Behold, who yonder comes ' in sober state, 

Fair, imld, and strong, as in a vernal sun 
Tis Phoebus’ self, or else the Mantuan snain I 
Great Homer too appears, of danng iving, 

Parent of song 1 and equal by his side. 

The British muse , join’d hand in hand they walk, 
Darklmg, full up the middle steep to fame 
Nor absent are those shades whose slalful touch 
Pathetic drew the impassion’d heart, and charm'd 
Transported Athens -with the moral scene 
Hor those who, tuneful, waked the enchanting lyra 
First of your land ! society di-vhio 1 
Still -visit thus my nights, for you reserved, 

And mount my soarmg soul to thoughts hlcc yours 
Silence, thou lonely power 1 the door be thme , 

See on the hallon ’d hour that none intrude. 

Save a few chosen friends, who sometimes deign 

* SUplo AWuuius 
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To bless my bumble roof, vatb sense retiued, 

Learning digested Tvell, exalted faitb, 

Unstudied -wit, and bumoiir ever gay 
Or from the Muses’ hill will Pope descend, 

To raise the sacred hour, to bid it smile, 

And witb the socnl spint x.arm the heart , 

For though not sweeter his own Homer suigs, 

Yet 18 his life the more endearing song 
"Where art thou, Hammond 1 thou the darbiig pnde, 
The friend and lover, of the tuneful throng 1 
Ah 1 why, dear youth, m all the bloommg pnme 
Of vernal genius, where disdosmg fast 
Each active worth, each manly virtue lay, 

Why wert thou ravish’d from our hope so soon ? 

What now avails that noble thirst of fame 
Which stung thy fervent breast '2 that treasured store 
Of knowledge early gam’d 1 that eager zeal 
To serve thy countrv, glowmg m the band 
Of youthful patriots who sustain her name 1 
What now, alas 1 thathfe-diffusing charm 
Of sprightly wit, that rapture for the muse, 

That heart of friendship, and that soul of joy, 

Which bade with softest bght thy virtue smile 
Ah ' only shew’d, to check our fond pursuit';, 

And teach our humbled thoughts that life is vaui ! * 
Thus m some deep retirement would I pass 
The wmter-glooms, with fnends of phaut soul. 

Or bhthe, or solemn, as the theme mspired. 

With them would search, if Nature’s boundless frame 

* UnuiDioad, au iuUmato asEodato orTUoiunonV 
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Whs call’d, late-nsuig from the void of night, 

Or sprung eternal from the Menial lliud. 

Its life, its Laws, its progress, and its end. 

Hence Larger prospects of the beauteous whole 
Would, gradual, open on our openmg minds, 

And each diffusive harmony unite. 

In full perfection, to the astonish’d eye 
Then would wo try to scan the moral woild , 

Winch, though to us it seems embroil’d, moves on 
In higlicr order — fatted, and inipell’d. 

By wisdom’s finest hand, and issuing all 
111 general good The sago histone muse 
Slioald iie\6 conduct us through the deeps of time , 
Shew us how empire gicw, dechned, and fell. 

In scatter’d states ,j'what makes the nations simlc. 
Improves their soil, and gives them doable smis , 

And why they pine beneath the bnghtest slues, 

In Nature’s nchest lap As thus we talk’d, 

Our hearts would burn within us, would inhale 
'IJiat poitiou of divinity, that lay 
Of pm eat heaven, w'hich lights the public sonl 
Of patnots, and of heroes But if doom’d. 

In powerless humble fortune, to repress 
These ardent risings of the kindlmg soul— 

Then, even superior to ambition, we 
AVoold learn the private vntues, how to glide 
Through shades and plains, along the smoothest stream 
Of rnral Mo , or snatch’d away bj hope, 

Tlirough the dun spaces of futurity. 

With earnest eye anticiiiatc those scones 
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Of liappmess, and wonder — ^wlicre tlie muid, 

In endless growth and infinite ascent, 

Rises from state to state, and world to world 
But when with these the senous thought is foil’d, 

We, shifting for rehof, would play the shapes 
Of frohe fancy • and incessant form 
Those rapid pictures, that assembled tram 
Of fleet ideas, never join’d before, 

Whence hvely wit excites to gay surpnsc — 

Or folly-pamtmg humour, grave lumsclf, 

Calls laughter forth, deep shakmg every nerve. 

Meantime the vdLngo rouses up the fire 
Willie, well attested, and ns well believed, 

Heard solemn, goes the goblm story round, 

TiU superstitious horror creeps o’er alL 
Or, frequent in the soundmg hall, they wake 
The rural gamboL Rustic mnrth goes round 
The simple joke that takes the shepherd’s heart, 
Easily pleased , the long loud laugh, smccre , 

The kiss, snatch’d hasty from the sidelong maid, 

On purpose guardless, or pretending sleep, 

The leap, the slap, the haul , and, shook to notes 
Of native music, the respondent dance. 

Thus jocund fleets with them the winter night 
The aty swarms intense. The pubhc haunt, 

Full of each theme, and warm with mix’d discoui-so, 
Hums mdistmct The sons of not flow 
Down the loose stream of false enchanted joy. 

To swift destruction. On the rankled soul 
Tlie gammg fury falls , and in one gulf 
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Of total ruiUj lionom, \'irtuc, pcaccj 
Friends, families, and fortune, headlong Binh 
Up spnngs the dance along the hghtod dome, 

Jlis’d, and evolved, a thousand 8pngh% ^vnys. 

Tlio glittering court effuses every pomp , 

The circle deepens , hcani’d from gaudy robes, 
Tupors, and sparlding gems, aud radiant eyes, 

A soft effulgence o’er the palace ivaves 
IVhilo, n gaj' insect in lus cummer shine, 

The fop, hght-fluttcnng, spreads his mealy umg? 

Dread o’er the scone, the ghost of Hamlet stalks , 
Othello nges , poor jronunia mourns , 
bid Bclvfdcra pours her soul m love. 

Terror alarms the breast, the comely tear 
Steals o’er the cheek or else the comic muse 
Holds to the world a picture of itself, 

And raises sly the fair impartial laugh 
Sometimes she lifts her stram, and paints the scenes 
Of hcautcous life , whate’er can deck mankind, 

Or charm the heart, m generous Bovd’* shon’d 

0 thout whoso -wisdom, solid yet refined, 

Whoso patriot--virucs, and consummate slall 
To touch the finer spnngs that move the world, 
Join’d to whate’er the Graces can beston, 

And all Apollo’s ammating fire, 

Give thec, with pleasing digmty, to shmo 
At once the guardian, ornament, and joy, 

Of polish’d life— permit the rnral muse, 

• A cbnmctorln llie Con^toM Zorert, 'vnitten by Sir nicnud btcolo — T 
t tord Chcaterflold 


thomsok’s poems 

0 Oliestcrficld, to grace vritli tlico her song ' 

Ere to the shades again she humbly flies, 

Indulge her fond ambition, in thy trim, 

(For every ninse has in thy train a place,) 

To mark thy various full-accomplish’d mind ; 

To mark that spirit, ivhich, rath British scorn, 

Kejects the allurements of corrupted power , 

That elegant pohtencss, winch excels, 

Even m the judgment of presumptuous France, 

The boasted manners of her sliming court , 

That wit, the vivid energy of sense. 

The truth of nature, which, rath Attic point, 

And kmd wcll-temper’d sature, sraootlily keen, 

Steals through the soul, and rathout pain corrects. 

Or, nsing thence with yet a brighter flame, 

Oh, let me hail thee on some glonons day, 

"Wken to the hstening senate, ardent, crowd 
Bntannia’s sons to hear her pleaded cause 
Then dress’d by thee, more amiably fair. 

Truth the soft robe of mild persuasion m cars . 

Thou to assentmg reason giv’st again 

Her own enhghten’d thoughts , call’d from Iho heart, 

Tlie obedient passions on thy voice attend , 

And even reluctant party feels aululo 
Thy gracious power— as through the vaned maze 
Of eloquence, now smooth, now qiuck, no\s strong, 
Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood. 

To thy loved haunt return, my linppy muse , 

For now, behold, the joyous wmter days. 

Frosty, succeed, and through the blue serene, 
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For sight too fine, tho ethereal mtro flies— 

EjUing infectious damps, and tho spent air 
Sfconng afresh with elemental life 
Close croAvds the shining atmosphere , and bmds 
Our strengthen’d bodies in its cold embrace, 
Constringent , feeds, and animates onr blood , 

Refines our spirits, through the uew-stmng nerves, 

In swifter salhes darting to the brain — 

Where sits the soul, intense, collected, cool, 

Bright as the skies, and as the season keen. 

All Nature feels tho renovatmg force 
Of AVmtcr, only to the thoughtless eye 
Bi rum seen Ihe frost-concocted glebe 
Draws in abundant vegetable soul, 

And gathers vigoui for the coming yeai 
A stronger glow sits on the lively cheek 
Of ruddy fire and luculent along 
Tho purer rivers flow , their sullen deeps. 

Transparent, open to the shepherd’s gaze, 

And murmur hoarser at the fixing frost 
Wliat art thou, frost ? and whence are thy keen stores 
Derived, thou seciet all-invading power, 

"Whom even tho lUusivo flmd cannot fly ? 

*Is not thy potent energy, unseen, 

Mynads of little salts, or hook’d, or shaped 
lake double wedges, and diffused immense 
Through water, earth, and ether 1 Hence at eve 
Hteam’d eager from tjm red honzon round, 

With the fierce rage of Wmter deep suffused, 

An icy igale, oft shiftyig, o’er tho pool 
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Breathes a blue him, and in its mid caicci 

' Arrests the bickenng stream Tlic loosen’d icc, 

Let dovm the flood, and hall dissolred by day, 

Rustles no more , but to the sedgy bank 

Fast grows, or gathers round the pointed stone — 

A crystal pavement, by the brcath_p£Jicavcn 

Cemented firm , till, seized fiom shore to shore, 

’^‘‘The whole imprison’d river grow Is below ^ 

r" Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects ^ 

A double noise , while, at lus evening w atch, 

^The village dog deters the nighUjLf^nef , 

The heifer lows , the distant waterfall 

Swells in the breeze , and, with the hasty tred 

Of traveller, the hoRow-sounding plam 

Shakes from afar The fuU ethereal round, rn.rr 

Infimto worlds disclosing to the new , <■ 

Shmes out mtensely keen , and, all one cope /Vt«. 

** 

Of starry ghtter, glows from pole to pole 
Fiom pole to pole the rigid influence f ill3,'Vi-^<^ 
Through the still mght, incessant, heavy, strong, 
And seizes Nature fast It freezes on , 

Till morn, late nsing o’er the droopmg woild, 
lofts her pale eye unjoyous Then appears 
The various labour of the silent night 
Prone from the dnppmg cave, and dumb cascadi 
"Whose idle torrents only seem to roar, 

‘T^’^The pendent icicle , the frost-work fmr, 

Where transient hues, and fancied figures, nse , 
Wic^pntei o’er the hill, the frozen hrook, 

A hvid tract, cold gleaming on the morn , re 
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The forest bout benenath tlic]>Juinyj\aTOj 
And bj the frost refined tbo %\lutcr snow, 
Incnistcd bard, and sounding to tbc tread 
Of early shcpliortl, as bo pensive seeks 
His pimng floe!:, or from the mountain top^ 
Pleased 'vvltb tbc slippery surface, swift doscendu 
On bbtbesomo frolics bent, the youthful sw sms, 
Wbilc c\ery -work of man is laid at rest, 

Fond o’er tbo river ciowd, in various sport 
And rev dry dissolved , where mixing glad. 
Happiest of all the tram 1 the raptured boy 
Lashes the wlnrling top Or, ■where the Itlnnc 
Branch’d out m many a long canal cvtcud^j 
From every province swarming, void of care, 
Batavia rushes forth, and as they sweep, 

On sounding skates, a thousand different Vvaye, 

In circling poise, swift as the winds, along, 

The then gay land is madden’d all to joy 
Hor less the northern courts, wide o’er tlio snow, 
Ponr a new pomp Eager, on rapid sleds, 

Their vigorous youth in bold contention wheel 
The long resounding course. Meantime, to raise 
The manly strife, with highly blooming clianns, 
Flush’d by the Season, Scandinavia’s d.imcs. 

Or Kussia’s buxom daughters, glow around 
Pure, quick, and sportful, is the wholcsoiuo dnj , 
But soon elapsed, Tlic horizontal sun. 

Broad o’er the soutli, hangs at his utmost n.oon ; 

And, ineffectual, strdccs the gelid chff 

His azure glosS the mountain stiU mnmtaius. 
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Hor feels tlie fceljlc lowcli Ti-rhans llio vale 
Belcnts awliilc to the reflected raj ; 

Or fioni the forest falls the cluster’d snow, 

Myriads of gents, that in the naving gleam 
Gay-twinUo ns they scatter Thick nriiuiul 
Thunders the sport of those aiho Mith the ffitn, 

And dog impatient bounding at the shot, 

^Yorsethan the season, desolate the fields , 

And, adding to the mins of the year, 

Distress the footed or the feathered game 
But ivhat 18 this 1 Oui infant "Winter sinks, 
Divested of liK grandeur, should our cj c 
Astonish’d shoot into the frigid zone , 

"Where, for relentless months, contmiml night 
Holds o’er the ghttcring waste her starry rcigii 
There, through the prison of unboundcil wihh, 
Barr’d by the hand of Nature from escape. 

Wide roams the Bussi.ui culo Nought around 
Strikes his sad eye, but deserts lost in snow , 

And heavy-loaded groaes , and solid floods, 

That stretch, athwart the sohtary a nst, 

Their icy honors to the frozen main , 

And cheerless towns far distant, never blest. 

Save when its annual course the caravan 
Benda to the golden coast of rich Cathay,* 

With news of human laud Yet there life glows , 
Yet cherish’d there, beucath the shining u aste, 
The furry nations haihour tipp’d with jet, 

Bair ermines, spotless as the snows they press , 

^ The old name for CUlaa — 
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Sables, ofglossj black, and dnrk-orabrowii’cl, 

Or l)Canlcous freak’d with many a mingled hue, 
Tliousands besides, the costly pndo of com ts 
Tlicro, warm together press’d, the hooping deer 
Sleep on the now-falleii snows, and, sc.irce his ht.ul 
Baisod o’er the hcapy ivrcnth, the branching elk 
Lies slumbenng sullen in the w hitc abyss 
The ruthless himtor wants noi dogs noi tods, 

Nor with the dread of sounding bow s ho drives 
The fearful flyuig race, with ponderous clubs, 

As weak against the mountain-heaps they push 
Their beating breast in vain, and piteous biay, 

Ho lajs them cpmcniig on tbo ensangmned snows, 
j\j]d with loud shouts lejoicmg bears them home 
There through the pmy forest half-absorpt, 

Hough tenant of these shades, tlio shapeless bcai, 

'With dangling ice all hornd, stalks forlorn , 

Slow-paced, and sourer ns the storms increase, 

He makes his bed boneatU the mclement drift, 

And, with stern patience, scoimug w eak complaint, 
Hardens his he*arfc against assaihng want 
■\Vido o’er the spacious regions of the north, 

That see Bootes * urge his tardy waam, 

A boisterous race, by frosty Caurus f pierced, 

Who httle pleasure know and fear no pain, 

Prohfic Swann Tlicy once rclmned the flame 
Of lost maidund in pohsh’d slavery sunk, 

Drove marti'd horde on horde, $ with dreadful sweep 

\ BmnU star near tlio Groat Beiir — 1 t Tho nortU wcat wind.— 1 

1 TJio waudoriiij, Scytblan clans, — T 
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Kesistless rusliuig o’er tlie enfeebled south. 

And gave the vanquish’d uorld another form 
Not such the sons of Lapland wisely they 
Despise the msensate barbarous trade of war , 

They ask no more than simple Nature gives , 

They love their mountains and enjoy their stoima 
No false desues, no pnde-created wants, 

Disturb the peaceful current of their tune , 

And, through the restless ever tortured maze 

Of pleasure, or ambition, bid it rage 

Their reindeer form theu riches These their tents, 

Their robes, their beds, and all theu homely wealth 

Supply, their wholesome fare, aud cheerful cups 

Obsequious at their call, the docile tnbe 

Yield to the sled their necks, aud whirl them swift 

O’er hill and dale, heap’d into one expanse 

Of marbled snow, as far as eye can sweep 

TVith a blue crust of ice unbounded glazed. 

By dauemg meteors then, that ceaseless shake 
A wavmg blaze refracted o’er the heavens, 

And vrvid moons, and stars that keener play 
TVith doubled lustre from the mb ant waste. 

Even m the depth of polar night, they find 
A wondrous day — enough to light the ehasc, 

Or gmde their daring steps to Einlaud-fairs 
Wish’d Sprmg returns , and from the hazy south. 
While dim Aurora slowly moves before, 

The welcome sun, just vergmg up at first, 

By small degrees extends the swellmg curve 
Till seen at Last for gay rejoicing months, 
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Still, round and round, Ins spiral course lie •winds, 
And as lie nearly dips Ina flaming orb 
Wheels up again, and reascends the sky 
In that glad season, from the lakes and floods. 
Where pure Nicini’s fairy mountains nse. 

And fringed •with roses Tenglio rolls his stream, 
They dnvw the copious fry With these, at eve, 
They cheeiful loaded to their tents repair , 

“Wliere, all day long m useful cares employ’d, 

Theu kmd unblemish’d Avives the fire prepare 

Thnce happy race 1 by poverty seemed 

From legal plunder and rapacious po-aer 

In •whom fell interest never yet has so^v\'n 

The seeds of vice , whose spotless swains ne’er knew 

Injurious deed , nor, blasted by the breath 

Of fiUthloss love, their blooming daughters woe. 

Stdl pressing on, beyond ToinSa’s lake,* 

And Hccla flaming through a waste of snow. 

And furthest Greenland, to the pole itself, 

I Where, fading gradual, hfe at length goes out, 

I The muse expands her sohtary flight , 

And, hovering o’er the •wild stupendous scene, 

[ Beholds new seas beneath another sky 

t Throned in his palace of cerulean ice, 

I Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court , 

I And through his airy haU the loud misrulo 

! Of driving tempest is for ever heard 

I Here the gnm tyrant meditates his "wratli , 

I Here arms his •winds "With all-subduing frost ' 
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Moulds lus fierce hail, and treasures up Ins sno\\ft, 

With Y/hich ho now oppresses half tlie globe. 

Thence winding eastward to the Tartar’s coast, 

She sweeps the howhng margin of the mam , 

Where undissolvmg, from the first of time, 

Snows swell on snows amazing to the shy — 

And icy mountams high on mountains piled 
Seem to the shivenng sailor from afar, 

Shapeless and white, an atmosphere of clouds 
Projected huge, and horrid, o’er the surge, 

Alps frown on Alps , or rushing hideous down, 

As if old chaos was again return’d, 

Widc-rcud the deep, and shalvC the sohd pole 
Ocean itself no longer can resist 
The hmding fury, but, in nU its nge 
Of tempest taken by the boundless frost., 

Is many a fathom to the bottom chain’d, 

And bid to ro.u: no more a bleak expanse, 

Shagg’d o’er with wavy rocLs, cheerless, and void 
Of every Me, that from the dreary months 
Phes conscious southward Miserable they ! 

Wlio, hero entangled m the gathenng ice. 

Take their last look of the descending sun , ' 

While, full of death, and fieice with tenfold frost 
The long, long mght, meumbent o’er their heads. 

Falls horrible. Such was the Briton’s * fate. 

As with first prow, (what have not Bntons dared 1) 

He for the passage sought, attempted smee 

SlrEtaBU WmiSusliby, Bontbv a company of adventarors to discover U 
noruwjast passago. 
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So much 111 Tam, and Rceinmg to be shut 
By jealous Katuro uitli eternal bars 
In those fell regions, in Arzina caught, 

And to the stony deep Ins idle ship 
Iininediato seal’d, lie with lus hapless creu, 

Each full cTcrtcd at his seacral task, 

Froze luto statues , to the cordage glued 
Tiic sailor, and the pilot to the helm 
Hard by the shores, uhcro scai-co his fieozuig stream 
Bolls the aiild Oby,^ live the last of men , 

And, haU-enhven’d by the distant sun, 

That rears and npens man, as avcU as plants, 

Here human nature uenrs its rudest foim 
Deep from the piercing season sunk in ca\cs, 

Here by dull fires, aud with unjoyous cheer, 

They uasto the tedious gloom Immersed iii fuis, 
Doze the gross race Nor sprightly jest, nor song, 

Hot tenderness, they know, nor aught of life, 

Beyond the landrcd bears that stalk uithout 
Till mom at length, her roses drooping all, 

Siicds a long tmlight brightening o’er the fields, 

Aud calls the qmver’d savage to the chase. 

tVliat cannot active government poifonn, 
Hcw-raoulding man ? "Wide stretching from these 
shores, 

A people savage from remotest time, 

A huge neglected empire— one vast mind, 

By Heaven inspncd, from Gotluc darlniess call’d 
Immortal Peter 1 first of monnrehs ' He 
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Bjs stubborn country tamed, her rocks, her fena, 
Her floods, ber seas, ber lU submitting sons , 

And wbilo tbe fierce barbanan lie subdued, 

To more exalted soul be raised tbe man 
Ye shades of ancient bcrocs, joirbo toil’d 
Tlirougb long successive ages to build up 
A labouring plan of state, bebold at once 
Tbe -wonder done ' bebold tbe matcblcss pm ce 1 
Who left Ins native throne, where reign’d till then 
A mighty shadow of unreal power , 

Who greatly spum’d the slothful pomp of courts , 
And roaming every band — ^in cverj port 
His sceptre bud aside, -with glorious hand 
Hnweaned pljmg the mcebame tool — 

Gather’d the seeds of trade, of useful^ arts, 

Of civd wisdom, and of martial skiU. 

Charged u ith tbe stores of Europe, home be goes I 
Then cities rise amid the ilinmincd waste , 

O’er joyless deserts smiles the rural reign , 
Far-distant flood to flood is social join’d , 

Tbe astonish’d Euxme bears the Ealtic roar , 
Frond navies ndo on seas that never foam’d 
^Vitb danng keel before , and armies stictcb 
Each way their dazding files — repressing here 
The frantic Alexander of tbe north. 

And awing there stem Otbmau’s shnnlong sons. 
Sloth flies tbe land, and ignorance, and vice. 

Of old dishonour proud it glows around, 
Taught by tbe royal band that roused the whole, 
One scene of arts, of arms, of rising trade — 
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I'oi wlmt Ins wisdom plnim'd, and power enforced, 
More potent still, Ins great example sliew’d 
Muttenng, the wmds at eve, witli blunted point, 
Blow bollow-blustoruig from tbo south. Subdued, 
The frost resolves into a trickling thaw. 

Spotted, the mountains shine , loose sleet descends, 
And floods the country lound The rivers swell, 

Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills. 

O’er rocks and woods, in broad browm catamets, 

A thousand snow-fed torrents shoot at once, 

And, where they rush, the wide-resounding phiin 
Is left one shmj waste. Those sullen seas. 

That wash the ungemal pole, w'lU rest no more 
Beneath the shackles of the mighty north , 

But, rousing all their waves, resistless heave— 

And, hark ! the lengthening roar contmuous luns 
Athwart the rifted deep . at once it bursts, 

And piles a thousand mountams to the clouds 
111 fares the bark with trembling wretches charged, 
That, toss’d amid the floating fragments, moors 
Beneath the shelter of an icy isle, 

While night o’erwhelms the sea, ani horror looks 
More homblc. Can human force endure 
The assembled miscluefs that besiege them round ? 
Heart-gnawing himgcr, famting weariness, 

The roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice. 

Now ceasing, now renew’d with louder rage, 

Aud in dire echoes bellowing round the mam 
More to embroil the deep. Leviathan 
And his unwieldy tram, in dreadful sport, 
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Tempest the loosen’d brmo, ■ulule tbroogli the gloomj 
Far from the bleak inhospitable shore, 

Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl 
Of famish’d monsters, there awaiting wrecks. ' 

Yet Providence, that ever- waking eye, 

Looks down with pity on the feeble toil 
Of mortals lost to hope, and lights them safe 
Through all this dreary lab 3 ?rinth of fat(^ 

’Tis done— dread Winter spreads his latest glooms- 
And reigns tremendous o’er the conquer’d yeai. 

How dead the vegetable kmgdom hes 1 

How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 

His desolate domain. Behold, fond man 1 

See here thy pictured Me , pass some few years — 

Thy flowenng Spnng, thy summer’s ardent strength. 

Thy sober Autumn fadmg mto age, 

And pale concludmg Winter comes at last, 

And shuts the scene. Ah * whither now are fled 
Those dreams of greatness “I those unsolid hopes 
Of happmessl those longmgs after famel 
Those restless cares 1 those busy bustlmg days 1 
Those gay-spent, festive mghts 1 those veenng 
thoughts, 

Lost between good and ill, that shared thy Me ? 

All now are vanish’d 1 Virtue sole survives, 
Immortal, never-fadmg friend of ma n, 

His gmde to hnppmess on high —And see > 

’Tis come, the glorious mom > the second birth 
Of heaven and earth 1 awakenmg Nature hears 
The now creating word, and starts to Me, 
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In every heighten’d form, from pain and death 
Por ever frea The great eternal scheme 
Involving all, and in a perfect whole 
Uniting, as the prospect wider spieads, 

To reason’s eye refined clears up apaca 
Ye vainly wise 1 ye blmd presumptuous • now, 
Confounded m the dust, adore that Power 
And Wisdom oft arraign’d see now the cause 
Why unassuming v orth in secret hved, 

And died, neglected, why the good man’s share 
In life was gaU and bitterness of soul , 

Why the lone widow and her orphans pined 
In starvmg sohtude— while luxury, 

In palaces, lay straining her low thought 
To form unreal wants, why heaven-born truth, 
And moderation fair, wore the red marks 
Of superstition’s scourge , why licensed pam, 
That cruel spoiler, that embosom’d foe. 
Embitter’d all our bhss To good distress’d I 
Ye noble few 1 who here unbendmg stand 
Beneath life’s pressure, yet bear up awhile , 

And what your bounded view, which only saw 
A httle part, deem’d evil is no more 
The storms of wintry tune will quickly pass, 

And one unbounded Spring encircle all 

I 
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IiiESE, as tliey cliange, Alnuglity Tatlier, these, 

Aio but the varied God. The rolling yeai 
Is full of Thee. Porth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, Thy tenderness and love 
^Ylde flush the fields , the softening air is balm , 
Echo the mountains round , the forest smiles , 

And every sense, and every heart, is joy 
Then comes Thy glory m the summer months, 

With hght and heat refulgent Then Thy siui 
Shoots full perfection through the_8welhng yeai , 
And oft Thy voice m dreadful thimder speaks — 

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falhng eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whispermg gales. 
Thy bounty shmes in Autumn unconfined, 

And spreads a common feast for all that hves 
In "Winter, awful Thou 1 with clouds and storms 
Around Thee thrown, tempest o’er tempest roll’d, 
Majestic darkness ' on the whirlwind’s wing 
Eidmg subhme, Thou bidd’st the world adore, 

And humblest Mature with thy northern blast 
Mysterious round 1 what skill, what force divine. 
Deep felt, in these appear ! a simple tram, 
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Yet so delightful mix’d, -witli such, kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 

Shade, unperceived, so softenmg mto shade , 

And all so forming an harmomous whole , 

That, as they still succeed, they ravish stilL 
But wandenng oft, with brute unconscious gaze, 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand, 
That, ever-busy, wheels the silent spheres, 

Works m the secret deep , shoots, steammg, thence 
The fair profusion that o’erspreads the Spring , 

Thugs from the sun direct the flaming day , 

Feeds every creature , hurls the tempest forth , 

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 

With ttansport touches aH the spnngs of life. 

Nature, attend 1 jom every hvmg soul, 

Beneath the spacious temple of the sky, 

In adoration jom, and, ardent, raise 
One general song 1 To Him, ye vocal gales. 

Breathe soft, whose Spint m your freshness breathes t 
Oh talk of Him m sohtary glooms ! 

Where, o’er the rock, the scarcely wavmg pme 
TiUs the brown shade with a rehgious awa 
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar. 

Who shake the astonish’d world, hft high to heaven 
The impetuons song, and say from whom you rage. 

His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembhng rills , 

And let me catch it as I muse along 
Te headlong torrents, rapid, and profound , 

Te softer floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale , and thou, majestic mam. 
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A secret world of wonders in thj'sclf, 

Sound His stupendous praise— whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids jour roarings fall 
Soft-roll your incense, licrba, and fruits, and llowcis, 
lu mingled clouds to Him — w hose sun exalts, 

Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paints. 
Ye forests bend, je harvests wave, to Him , 

Breathe your still song into the reaper’s hcai t, 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon 
Ye that keep watch in hcav cn, as earth asleep 
Uucouscions hes, effaso your mildest beams, 

Ye constellations, while yoiu angels strike, 

Amid the spangled sky, the silv or 1 j re 
Great soiuce of day 1 best image hei;c below 
Of thy Creator, cv er pounng w ide, 

From world to w'orld, the vital ocean ixmnd, 

On Nature wiito with every b^m His praise. 

The thunder lolls be hush’d the prostrate w orld , 
While cloud to cloud returns the solcniu lijnin 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills , j e mossy rocks, 

Eetam the souud the broad respoiisiv c low , 

Y’o valleys, raise , for the Great Sbepberd reigns , 
And His uusuffermg kingdom yet will come. 

Ye woodlands all, awake a boundless song 
Burst from the groves, and when the restless dav, 
Expiring, lays the warbhng world asleep, 

Sweetest of birds ! sw eet Philomela, charm 

The liEtemng shades, and teach the night His praisu 

Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles, 

At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all. 
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Cro^Mi iLc great liyiun I in swnrming cities vast, 
Assembled men, to the deep organ join 
Tlio long rcsoimding voice, oft-brcalcing clear, 

At solemn pauses, tbrougb the swelhng base 
And, as cacb mingling flame increases crch, 

In one united ardour use to heaven 
Oi if yon rather choose the rural shade. 

And find a fane in overj'^ sacred grove. 

There let the shepherd’s flute, the virgin’s lay, 
The prompting seraph, and the poet’s lyre, 

Still sing the God of Seasons, as they roll 
For mo, vhen I forget the darhng theme, 
■\Vhcthcr the blossom blows, the Summer-ray 
Russets the plain, inspiiiug Autumn gleams, 

Or IVuiter rises in the blackening east, 

Ro my tongue mute— ray fancy'- paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat! 

Should fate command mo to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous chines. 
Rivers nulmown to song — wheie fust the sun 
Gilds Indian mountams, or his setting beam 
Flames on the Atlantic isles — ’tis nought to me 
Since God is evci present, ever felt 
In the void waste as in the city full , 

And where Ho vital spreads theio must be joy 
■When c\en at last the solemn hour sliall come, 
And W'lng ray mystic flight to future worlds, 

I cheerful will obey , there, with new powers, 
Will risuig wonders sing I cannot go 
Wliero TTmversal Love not smiles around, 
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Sustaining all yon orbs, and all tbeir sons ; 
From seeming evil still educing good, 

And better tbenco again, and better still. 

In infinite progression — But I lose 
Myself in Him, in bgbt ineffable ! 

Come then, expressive silonic, muse His praisa 
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Turn pnom b ln;t writ in tiiq tniinncr of Sponger, tlfo obtoleto wordi>, nnd n 
simplicity of d'etion in some of tlio lines, Ijordera on tlio ludlcrou* 
wore necessary to mnl o tlio iraltaUon more rerfeet. And Uio stylo of tllal 
odmintbic poet, os ^^cU as tlio tncasuro InwhloU bo wrote, nro, ns It ware 
appropriated by eustom to nil olleipjrlcal jowms -writ In oiir lantjuaso, Jnst M 
in French, the stylo ot Jtnrot, who lived under rrnncls tbo First, lias been 
used in tales, and famia-ir cpisUcs, by tbo politest writers of tbo ngo of Louis 
tbo Foniteenth. 
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TEE OASTEE OF IHEOLENOE. 


CANTO 1 


TIio castlo hIgEt of Indolence, 

And to falBfl luxury , 

TliTiero for a little time, alas I 
IVo lived right lolUly* 

’ 1 

0 MOET.vi, man, who livesfc here hy toil, 

Do not complain of tins thy hard estate , 

Tliat hke an emmet thou must ever moil. 

Is a sad sentence of an ancient date , 

And, certes, there is for it leason great , 

For, though sometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And emse tliy star, and early drudge and late, 
Withouten that would come a heavier bale, 

Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale 

♦ After tho'manner of 77ie /Vijri" Qutai', ouch canto la headed by qtmf rati 
indicating Its contents. Thus Bjacnsci — 

Tlio p itron of tmo hoUnosao 
roulo onwu-dotli dofeato, 

Hviwcrlslo, Wtn to ontmppo. 

Doth to Ills homo ontrento — T Qneent, I 
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In lowly dale, last bv a nver’s side, 

\Vitb woody lull o’er hill encompass’d ronnd, 

A most enchantmg wizard did abide, 

TJian whom a fiend more feU is nowhere found. 

It was, I wpon^ a lovely spot of ground, j 
And there a season ntween Juno and ^lay, 

Half prankt with spring, with summer half m 
^ brown’d, 

A hstless_clmiatQ made, where, sooth to say, 
tio hving wight could work, ne carid even for play 


Was nought around but images of rest 
Sleep-soothing groves, and qmet lawuis betw oen , ^ 

And flowery beds that slumbrous mfluenco host, 
hrom poppies breathed , and beds of pleasant green. 
Where never yet was creepmg creature seem 
Meantime, unnnmber’d ghttenng streamlets play ’dj'^t'*'^ ] 
And hnrlM every where their waters shpen , 

That, as they bicker’d through the sunny glade, 

Though restless still themsclv es, a luUmg murmur made. 

4 

Muitc 

Join d to the prattle of the purlmg nils 
Were heard the lowing herds along tho vale. 

And flocks loud hleatmg from the distant hills, 

;^^d vacant shepherds piping m the dale ; ' 

And, now and then, sweet Philpmol would wail, | 

Or stockdoves plmn amid the forest deep. 
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That drowsy rustled to the sighing galo ; 

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep , 

Yet all these sounds yblont inclined aU to sleep ^ 

6 

Full in the passage of the vale, above, 

A ^lo, filent, solemn forest stood, 

Where nonght but shadowy forms was seen to move, 

^As Idlcss fancied m her dreaming mood. 

And up the lulls, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ayp waving to and fro, 

Scut forth a sleepy horror through the blood , 

And where this valley winded out, below, [flow 

The murmuring mam was heard, and scarcely heard, to 

C 

A pleasing land of drowsy head it w'ns, 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye. 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 

Foi over flushing round a summer-sky 
There eke the soft dehghts, that witchingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast , 

And the calm pleasures always hover’d nigh , 

But whate’er smack’d of jaoyancc, or unrest, $ 

Was far, far off expcll’d from tins dehcioufl nest, 

7 

The landscape such, inspinng perfect ease, 

Wlicro Indolence (for so the wizard bight) 

' /Itiil drowsy UiiUlngs lull tUo distant foldn. — Onsy 

— f 
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Close lud has castle nud embowering trees, 

That half shut out the beams of Phoebus bnght, 
And made a kind of chequer’d day and night 
ilcanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate, 

Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was placed , and to his lute, of cruel fate 
And labour harsh, complain’d, lamenting man’s estate 


8 


Thither continual pilgrims crowded still, 

From aU the roads of earth that pass thcic by 
For, as they chaunced to bieathe on neighboming 
hill, 

The freshness of this valley smote their eye, 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh , 

clustering round the enchanter false they hung, 

\ molten with his sjTon melody, 

While o’er the enfeeblmg lute his hand he flung. 

And to the trembling chords these tempting verses sunj 


9 

“ Behold ! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ' 

See all, but man, with unearn’d pleasure gay. 
See her bnght robes the butterfly unfold, 

from her wmtry tomb m pnme of May ! 
joutUnl bnde can equal Ler array 1 
Who can «h he, fo, easy pleas, no ™ 1 

From '*^bay 

Is. n solos to fly. 

I»Jlshch.afo<,obcneaa,tlrcr,d,.„tshj 
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10 

ihj W'listrcl'i of tlif iiioni> 

To*' ff" ‘sroviir ?ont,>*Urs rf llio t^nrc'cts.^ groic, 

Tra ‘Jiuv *►'»! tlimti 1 t!ia\ fri’.n ill*' flowonjig llioni, 
Hfjs'n ts tir r'^>l Go/1, ♦'lol ^af'ol rvvocL of l(>\e, 

F 'di f r‘.?sf{»l LiraU} raftfurc^i Uicm cjno^c 
Torr u ivlfttf' h, nor row , up, fit for fiail, 

Ter to {l,p I'ira tlo' urkUlrn tlioj d^»^c , 

V» V Go in r' ''ll li'>rvp't iKnciin, jn Uip jnlp, 

Vi rrotijiR ll fl hsH, n*- ''intlp ‘1 oloni: llic wU* 

ft 

•' OiiJcirf f ii-tun', Jitiu ! the i\n*phcil tlmll 
Of hiM^r otaj Tilt " ’•t nt, of dM'rUrj 
(if (Tim ti.'it Cl' nr.''\ the hc-.rt »ith 
\iiil of the utlium'-n Irnin, 

Til'll till vrC'^ol V<JO f 'ij.c of pain 
1 or mIich liirii-'mttfrtl intptx'it fiirt brpnn 
^o earth, A<^*n>‘3 left the ]>Imn , 

(lotlt, nohocp, nnd mnnkrEciwd on msit, 

Ami, for rof! tnilln* ftrc'nn, with Mooil the n\cr-' i.-ni 

12 

•*C)itie, ic, vv](0 «t!ll the cuJithroin lontl of life 
Ihish Inrd up liill ; but or the furthest Bleep 
"i on IniRt to fnili, and put tvu ot\tl to strife, 

Darn tlnnulm bsok the ttono nith niigliD sueep, 
And JnuiH 5 our Inbmira to the ^nliey deep, 

Fomer r/nit i coino, nnd Viitlioiilcn fee, 
r m oblivion will jour sormin fitcep, 
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Tour cares, yotir toils , •will steep you m a sea 
Of full debgkt , 0 come, yo weary 'wiglits, to mo ! 


13 

“ Witli me, you need not nso at early dawn,' 

To pass the joyless day in vanons stounds j 
Or, loutmg low, on upstart fortune f a'wu. 

And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds , 
Or through the city take your dirty rounds, 

To cheat, and dun, and lie, and visit pay, 

Now flattenng base, now giiung secret wounds , 
Or prow 1 in courts of law for human prey, 

In venal senate thieve, or rob on broad highway. 


14 


No cocks, With me, to rustic labour call, 

From village on to village sounding clear ; 

To tardy 8w.ain no shnil-voiced matrons squall , 
No dogs, no babe'5, no wives, to stun your ear, 
No hammers thump , no homd blacksmith seal, 
10 noisy tradesman 3 our sweet slumbers start, 
^ ith sounds that arc a nuserj' to hear 
But all m calm, as would debght the heart 
J ante of old, aU nature, and aU art 


' indulgent case, 

Th^ V t ^anutenng np and down. 

On othev themselves must always please , 

‘hey never sqmnt a frown 
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Nor heed linps jn hnmlct or in tov.n 
Thip, horn the sonree of tender Jndolenee, 

With inil?»y blood the heart is overflown, 

Ib soothed and sweeten’d by tlic social senso, 

For mb rest, cm-j, pride, and strife arc banish’d hence 

''What, what is ■virtue, but rejio^o of mind, tot 
A pure ctlicreal cahn, that knows no stoj-m , ^v.cj 
A bove the reach of wild ambition’s wmid, 

Above tliosc pn5«;ions tliat this world deform, 

And torture man, a proud malignant -wotTn 1 
Ji((t here, in^tetd, soft g'lhs of^passmt fday, 

And gently stir the heart, therebj to form , . ^ 

A quicker sense of joy as^brce/cs stray [g.aj 
Across the enUven’d skies, and make them still more 


17 

“TIio best of men Imvo ov'cr loved repose 
They hate to nmiglo in the filthy fmy‘, 

Where the soul soqj's, and gradual rancoui grows ^ 
Irobittcr’d more from peevish day to day 
E cn those ■wliom fame has lent her fairest ray, 

TJic most rcnowTi’d of wortliy anghts of yore, 

From a base wmrld at last have stolen away 
So SjnpiOj to tlio soft Cumaian shore 
_:ctiring, t.isted j'oy ho never know bofora 

18 

*' But if a little exercise you choose, 

Some rest for ease, ’tis not forbidden hero . 
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Amid the groves you may indulge the muse, 

Or tendj^i^ipoms, and deck the vernal j ear ; 

Or softly stealmg, -with jmnr "vvatery gear, 

Along tlie brooks, the crimson spotted 
i You may delude , the whilst, amused, you hear , 
Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyi’’b 

Attuned to the birds, and u oodland melody 


“ 0 grievous folly • to heap iip estate, 

Losmg the days you see beneath the sun , 

When, sudden, comes blind uureleutmg fate. 

And gives the imtasted portion you have won 
With ruthless tod, and many a wretch undone, ' 
To those who mock you, gone to Pluto’s reign, 1 
There with sad ghosts to pme, and shadows dun 
But sure it is of vamties most vain, ^ 

To tod for what you here untoihug may obtain ” 




UO 

He ceased But still then- trembhng ears retain’d 
The deep vibrations of his witchmg song, 

^at, by a kind of magic powei, constram’d 
To enter m, peU mell, the hstening throng 
Heaps pour’d on heaps, and yet they slipp’d along, 

^ sdentease as when beneath the beam 
Of summer-moons, the distant woods among, 

Or by some flood all sdver’d with the gleam 

‘tonsil ponnl Btrcn.n 
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By lilt emooth demon jt order'd va-?, 

And hero hishaiicful bounty first began , 

Though Eomc there were who would not fnrthci pass, 
And Ills nlluring bads suspected iian ^ 

The wise di'^trnst the too faxr*spoLeu ni in , 

Yet thi'ough the gjite tbcj cast a u ishful o 
Xot to ino\e on, pci die, is all the)' can , 

For do Iheir scry best liies cannot fl)’, 

But often each way look, and often sorcl) sigh 


'Wiieu this the watchful wicked wiz,nd s.iu, 

With sudden spnng he leap’d upon them straigld , 
And soon as touch’d by Ins unlrdlow’d paw, 

Tlic) found thomsehta within llie cursed g.itc, 
Full hnnl to bo ropass’d, like that of fate, 

Jfot strongei were of old the giant ciew, 

Vi ho sought to pull Jiigh Joic from regal state 
Though feeble wretch lie seem’d, of sallow hue, 
Certca, Avho bides his gnsp, will that cucountei rue 


For whomsoo’ei the villain takes in Jinnd, 
Tlieir joints unknit, then sinows melt apace , 
As htho they grow as any willow wand, 

And of their vanish’d foicc remains no twee 
So wlien a maiden fair, of modest grace, 

In all her bu\oni blooming Jfay of charms, 
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Is seized in some losel’s hot embrace, 

She "waseth very weaHy as she "warms, 

Then sighing yields her up to love’s dehcious harms, 

24 

Waked by the crowd, slow from his bench arose 
A comely, full-spread porter, swoln "With sleep , 

His calm, broad, thoughtless aspect breathed reposo, 
And m sweet torpor he was plunged deep, - 
He could himself from ceaseless ya"wning keep , > „ 

While o’er his eyes the drowsy hquor ran, 

Through which his half-waked soul would faintly peep 
Then, taking his black staf^ he called his man, 

And roused himself as much as rouse himself he can. 

26 

The lad leap'd hghtly at his master’s call • < 

He was, to weet, a httle roguish page, 

Save sleep and pLay, who mmded nought at alk - 
lake most the untaught stnplmgs of his age., 

This boy he kept each band to disengage, 

■Garters and buckles, task for him unfit, 

But ill becoimng hia grave personage, 

And which his portly paunch would not permit , 

Bo this same limber page to all performed it. 

26 

Meantime, the master porter wide display’d 
^cat store of caps, of shppers, and of gowns , 
Wlicrcwith ho those who enter’d in array’d 
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Loose, ns the breeze that plays along the downs, 

And waves the summer-woods when evening 
frowns • 

0 fair undress, best dress 1 it cheeks no vem, 

Bat every flowmg hmb m pleasure drowns, 

And heightens ease with graca This done, nglit 
fam, 

Sir porter sat him down, and tnm’d to sleep again. 


Thus easy rohed, they to the fountam sped 
That in the middle of the court up-threw 
A stream, high spoutmg from its bqmd bed, 

And faibng back agam in diizzly deu , 

There each deep draughts, as deep he thirsted, drew , 

It was a fountain of nepenthe rare , 

Whence, as Dan Homer sm^, huge pleasance greu , 
And sweet obhvion of vile earthly care, [fan 

Fair gladsome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams more 


'^us nte perform’d, aU. inly pleased and s^ 
'■^^tbonten tromp, was proclamation made • 

“Ye sons of Indolence, do what you wiU, 

And wander where you hst, through hall or glade , 
Be no man’s pleasure for another stmd , 

Let each as likes him best lus hours employ, 

And cursed be be who nunds lus neighbour’s trade ' 
Here dwells kind ease and nnrepiovmg joy , ; 

He little mmts bbss who others can annoy.” 


o 
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2D , ; 

Strniglit of tlicae endless nnralicrSj irming round, ' 
As thick ns idle moj^s in sunny ray, 

Not one eftspons in view ivas to lie found, ^ 

But every man stroll’d off his oito glad ivay j 
Wide o’er this ample court’s blank area, *' 

With all the lodges that thereto pertain’d, 

No hving creature could be scon to stray , 

Wlnle sohtude, and perfect silence reign’d , 
bo that to think you dreamt you almost avas constrain’d 

30 , 

As ivhcn a shepherd of the Hcbnd-Isles, 

Placed far amid the melauclioly mam, 

(Wlicther it bo lone fancy him beguiles 

Or that acnal beings sometimes dcign^^looa*^ 

To stand, embodied, to our senses plaui,) 

[^0 Sees on the naked hill, or volley low. 

The whilst in ocean Phoebus dips his wain, ^ 

A vast assembly moving to and fro 
Then all at once in air dissolves the wondrous show 
■ . - - 

31 

^gods of qmet, and of sleep profound 1 
Whose soft dommion o’er this castle swajs, 
ud all the widely silent places round, 

^give me, if my tremblmg pen displays 
a never yet was sung m mortal lays. 

I -bo have spent my nights, and mghtlv days. 
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In tliis EOtilKicndcning plnco looso-loitcnng 
AJi ' how shnll I for tins uproar my moulted wing ] 

32 

Come on, mj muse, nor stoop to low despair, 

Tliou imp of JoTc, touch’d by cclostinl fire I 
Thou yet slnlt sing of war, xmd actions fair, 

"Which the bold sons of Britain will inspire, 

Of ancient bards thou yet ahalt sweep the lyre , 

Tliou yet shalt tread in tragic pall the stage, 
r.uut love’s enchanting woes, the hero’s ire. 

The sago’s calm, the patriot’s noble rage, 

Dashmg corruption down tlirougb every worthless age. 

33 

The doors, that know no shnll alarming bell, 

No cursCd knocker phed viUaiu’s liand, 

Sclf-opcn’d into halls, where, who can toll 
Wiat elegance and grandeur ando evpand j 
The pndc of Turkey and of Persia land f 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread, 

And couclics stretch’d around in seemly band, 

And endless pillows nsc to prop the head. 

So that each spacious room was one fuU-swelhng bed , 

34 

And everywhere huge cover’d tiblcs stood, 

"With avmes Ingh-flavonr’d and nch -mnds croivii’d , 
Whatovei S2>nghtly juice or tasteful food 
On thn green bosom of this earth are found, 


THOArsox’s ronis. . 

And all old ocean ’genders in lus ronnd, ' j 

Some liand unseen these silently display’dj ‘ ' ' ] 

Lven undcmanded by a sign or sound , ' ' j 

Ton need but mslij and, instantly obey’d, ' j 

bair ranged the dishes rose, and thick the glasses 2 Ila^’d " J 

’i 

XT ^ ^ ',-^1 

Here freedom reign’d, mthont the least alloy , ' 

Is or gossip’s tale, nor ancient maiden’s gal], ' \ 

Is or samtly spleen, durst murmur at our joy, - ^ 

And with envenom’d tongue our pleasures pall - < : 

For u-hy 1 there was but one great rule for all ; 

To wit, that each should work his own desire, n 

eat, dnnk, study, sleep, as it may fall, 

Or melt the time m love, or wake the lyre, 

And carol whaf^ unhid, the muses might inspire. 

36 

^ rooms With costly tapestry were hung, 

\Tiere was mwoven many a gentle tale, ' 

^eh as of old the rural poets sung, 

^ of Arcadian or Sicilian vale, > ‘ 

Eec^mg lovers, m the lonely dale, 
unpart oround, repose and peace 
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Wlmt time Dan Abraliam left tlic Clialdco land, 
And pastured on from verdant stage to stage, 
Wlierc fields and fountains frosli could best engage 
Toil ■was not then , of nothing took they heed, 

But -with -wild, beasts the silvan war to wage. 

And o'er vast plains their herds and flocks to 
feed 

Bless’d sons of nature they 1 true golden age indeed ! 


Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls. 

Bade the gay bloom of I'emal landscapes nsp, 

Or Autumn’s varied shades imbrown the walls , 
Now the black tempest stiikes the astonish’d eyes , 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies , 

The trembling sun now plays o’er ocean blue, 

And now rude mountains frown amid the skies , 
Whate’er Lorraine hght-toiich’d with softening hue, 
Oi savage Eosa dash’d, or loamDd Poussm dreu 


Each sound too heio to langmshmeiit uicliiied. 
Lull’d the weak bosom, and inducSd case, 
Aerial music in the waibhng wmd, 

At distance rising oft,^by small degrees. 

Nearer and nearer came, tfll o’er the trees 
It hung, and breathed such soul-dissolving airs, 
As did, alas 1 with soft perdition please 
Entangled deep in its enchanting snares, 

TIio hstenuig heart foigot all duties and all cares 
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40 

A certain music, never known before, 

Here lull d the pensive, melancholy mind ; 

Full easily obtam’d- Behoves no more, 

But sidelong, to the gently -waving x\ md, 

To lay the well-timed mstrument rechned , 

From which, with any flymg fingers hght, 

Beyond each mortal touch the most refined, 

^The god of wmds drew sounds of deep dehght 
Whence, with just cause, the harp of ^los it hight 


^ me 1 what hand can touch the string so fine 
Who up the lofty diapason roll 

^ch swe^ such sad, such solemn airs divme, 

^en let them down agam mto the soul ! 

W ^g love they faun’d, now pleasing dole 

f ? ^“der mumngs through the heart 

, a graver sacred stram they stole, 

As when seraphic hands a hymn impart 

^ above the reach of art « 


42 

W “late. 

Of aiipta old, rto oa tio 
Eel^tl, ^ populono and great. 

to” Lrf !““■ 'I 
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Composing music bade bis dreams be fair, 

And music lent new gladness to the morning air 

43 

Near the pavdious where wo slept, still ran 
Soft tmkhng streams, and dashmg waters fell. 
And sobbing breezes sigh’d, and oft began 
(So work’d the wizard) wintry storms to swell, 

As heaven and earth they would together moll , * 
At doors and windows, threatening, seem’d to cad 
The demons of the tempest, growhng fell. 

Yet the least entrance found they none at aU 
Whence sweeter grew our; sleep, secure in massy hall 

44 

And hither Morpheus sent jus kmdest dreams, 
Eaismg a world of gayer tmct and giace. 

O’er which were shadowy cast ftysinn gleams, 

That play’d, in waving hghts, from place to place, 
And shed a roseate smde on nature’s face. 

Not Titian’s pencil e’er could so array, 

So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space, 

Ne could it e’er such meltmg forms display, 

As loose on flowery beds aU langiushmgly lay 

46 

No, fair illnsions 1 artful phantoms, no I 
My muse -will not attempt your faiiy land . 

She has no colours that hire you can glow 
To catch yonr vivid scenes too gross her hand 
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But sure it is, ivas ne’er a subtler band 

Tbnn these same gnilefol angel seeming spiiglits, 

"Who thus in dreams voluptuous, soft, and bland, 
Pour’d aU the Arabian hcaien upon our nights, 

And bless’d them oft besides inth more refined dehghta 


They were, in sooth, a most enchanting tram, 

Even feignmg virtue , skilful to unite 
With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain 
But for those fiends, whom blood and broils dehght , 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outnght, 

Doivn down black gulfs, where sullen waters sleep , 

Or hold him clambering all the fearful mght 
On beethng clifEs, or pent m rums deep , 

They, tdl due time should serve, were bid for hence to keep 


Te guardian spints, to whom man is dear, 

From these foul demons shield the midmght gloom 
Angels of fancy and of love, be near. 

And o’er the blank of sleep diffuse a bloom 
Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and Rome, 

And let them virtue with a look impart 
But chief, a while, 0 1 lend us from the tomb 
Those long lost fnends for whom in love we smart. 
And fill with pious awe and joy-mis’d woe thb heart. 

48 

Or are you sportive ^Bid the mom of youth 

liise to new light, and beam afresh the days 
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Of innoccucc, *:impltcit y, nnd trutb 

To carc^ cslrfingcd, and ninnliood’*; llioniy ^\aJB 

Wint IrauBport, io retrace onr bojisli plays, 

Oiir oasj* bliss ''vlicn cacli thing Joy supplied , 

The woaA'J, (bo niomitains, and tbo flnrbluig 
maro 

Of (be lajld broobs' — fondly irindenijg mde, 
My muse, resinnc the ta^k tlmt yet doth thee abide 

40 

Olio great amitscincnt of our liouscliold was, 

In n lingo crystal magic globe to spy, 

Si ill as jou turn’d it, all Ihiiigo that do pass 
Upon this ant-hill earth, •nhcrc constantly 
Of idly hnsy' men the restless fry 
Hun bustling to and fro wth foolish haste, 

In search of pleasures ^aln that from them fly, 

Or a\liicli, obtain'd, the caitiffs dare not taste - 
Wlieu nothing is enjoy’d, con there be greater waste ? 

£)0 

" Of vanity tlic mirror,” this uas call’d 
Here, you a muckworm of the toini may sie, 

At lus dull dcslc, amid Ins Icdgcm stall’d, 

Eat np with carkiiig care and penury , 

Most like to carcase parch’d on gallow-trec 
" A penny sas td is a penny got " 

Pirm to this scoundrel maxim kcepeth ho, 

Ke of its rigour will ho bate a jot, 

Till ho has quench’d Ins fire, and banished Ins pot 
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Stnuglit from the filth of this low grab, behold! 
Comes fiuttcrmg foith a gaudy spendthrift heir, 

All glossy gay, enamell’d all with gold, 

The Billy tenant of the summer air , 

In folly lost, of notlung takes he care , 

Pimps, lawyers, stewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 
And thieviug tradesmen him among them shaie , 
His father’s ghost from limbo lake, the while. 

Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile 


Tins globe portray’d the race of leaniSd men, 

Still at their books, and turning o’er the page, 
Backwards and forwards , oft they snatch the pen, 

As if mspurod, and in a Thespian rage , 

Then write, and blot, ns w oidd your rath engage 
Why, authors, all this scrawl and scnbbhng sore! 

To lose the present, gam the future age, , 

PraisSd to be when you can hear no more, 

Amd mucli eunch’d ■with fame, when useless worldly store. 


Then would a splendid city nse to -vieAV, 

With, carts, and cars, and coaches roanng all, 
Wide-ponr’d abroad behold the giddy crow. 
See how they dash along from wall to w-all, 
At every door, hark how they thnndei-mg call 1 
Good Lord I what can this giddy rout oscite ? 
Why, on each other wuth fell tooth to fall , 
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A neiglibour’s fortime, fame, oi peace, to blight, 

And mate new tiresome paities for the coming night 

64 

The puzzling sons of parly next appear’d, 

In dark cabals and nightly juntos met. 

And now they whisper’d close, now shrugging reai’d 
The important shoulder , then, ns if to get 
New bght, their tniulding eyes were inward set 
No sooner Lucifer lecalls affiurs. 

Than forth they various rush in mighty fret 
When lo 1 push’d up to power, and crown’d their cares, 
Li comes another set, and kicketh them down stairs 

66 

But what most show’d the vamty of hfo 
Was to behold the nations all on fire, 

In cruel broils engaged, and deadly strife , 

Most Christian kmgs, inflamed by black desue, 

With honourable ruffians in their hire. 

Cause war to rag^ and blood around to poui , 

Of this sad work when each begins to tiro. 

Then sit them down just where they weie before. 

Till, foi new soenes of woe, peace shall thou force i-estoie 

66 

To number up the thousands dwelling here, 

A useless were, and eke an endless task , 

From kmgs, and those who at the helm appear. 

To gipsies brown m summer^glades who bask. 
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Tea many a man, perdie, I could uumaslc, 

"Wliose desk and table make a solemn show, , ’ 

Witk tape-tied trasli, and siuts of fools that ask 
Tor place or pension laid in decent row , 

But these I passenby, witb nameless numbers nioe. 

cQ ^xjudJl c-ct/LC' 

; fitifcvSoK t>7 n <\;n 

1 Of all tbo gentle tenants of the plime, Exilic tl 

There was a man of special grave remark , 

A certain tender gloom o’erspread his face, 

Pensive, not sad } in thought involved, not dmk , 

As soot this man conld sing as morning lark, 

And teach the noblest morals of the heart 
But these his talents were ybuncd stark , 

Of the fine stores ho nothing would impart, 

7 l'’^TTuch or boon nature gave, or natnrc-painting art 

•^68 

To noontide shades incontment he ran, 

. )ikrt<»s "Where pmls the brook with sleep inviting sound , 

Or when Dan Sol to slope his avhccls began, __ 

the broom he bask’d him on the 
"Where the wild thyme and camomile are found , 
rhere would he huger, tdl the latest ray 
1^''"^ Of hght sat trembhng on the welkm’s bound , l****.^ 
Then homeward through the twilight shadows stray, 
Sampling and slow So had he pass’d many a day 

•^69 

Yet not in thoughtless slumber were tb^ past 
For oft the heavenly fire, that lay conceal’d 
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Beneath, the sleeping embers, mounted fast, 

And all its native hght anew reveal’d 
Oft as he traversed the cerulean field. 

And mark’d the clouds that drove before the wmd, 
Ton thousand gloiious systems would he build. 

Ten thousand great ideas fill’d his mmd , 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace belund ’’ 

GO 

With him was sometimes join’d, in sdent walJc, 
(Profoundly silent, for they nevei spoke,) 

One shyer still, who quite detested talk 
Oft, stung by splqen, at once away he bioke, 

To groves of pine, and broad o’ershadowmg oi 
There, inly thrill’d, he wander’d all alone, 

And on himself his pensive fury wroke, 15 
Nc ever utter’d word, save when Hist shone 
The glittermg star of eve — “Thank heaven! the day' is 

done.”t 

61 

Here lurk’d a wretch, who had not crept abroad 
For forty years, ne face of mortal seen, 

In chamber brooding hko a loathly toad , 

And sure his hnen was not very clean 
Through secret loopholes, that had practised been 
Hear to his bed, his dmner vile he took , 

IJnkempt, and rough, of squalid face and mien, 

• Supposed to Ijo 3Ir Patorson, tlic trnnslator of Patercidut, and Tliomsoa’J 
BUcocssor In tlio Looward Islos. 
t Dr Armstrong, nutlior of tlio Art o! Frtstreing Iltaill- 
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Our castle’s sliame 1 -whence, from his -filthy nooh, 
We drove the -vilMn out for fitter lair to loot. 


One day there chanced into these halls to rove 
A joyous youth, -who toolc you at -first sight , 
TTim the -wild -wave of pleasure hither diovC> 
Before the sprightly tempest-tossing hght , 
Gertes, he -was a most engaging wight. 

Of social glee, and -wit humane though keer>> 
Turnmg the night to day, and day to night ' 
For him the merry bells had rung, I -wepn, 

If^ m this nook of quiet, hells had ever beem 


But not e’ en pleasure to excess is good • 

What most elates, then smks the soul as low ; 
When spnngtido joy pours in -with copious flood. 
The higher still the exidting billo-ws flow, 

The further hack again they flagging go, 

And leave ns gro-rolhng on the dreg^^lioru J 
Taught by this son of joy, "wc found it so, 

Who, -whilst he staid, ho kept in gay uproar 
Our madden’d castle alL the abode -of sleep no more. 


As when m prune of Juno, a burnish’d fly. 

Sprung from the meads, o’er which he sweeps along, 
Cheer’d by the hreathmg bloom and 'vit.Tl eky, 

Tunes up amid these n ury hall s Ins song, 
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Sootlung at lirst tlie gay reposing tlirong 
And oft Jie sips their bowl, or, nearl y drow n’d, 
He, thence recoyering, drives then beds among, 
And scares their tender sleep with tr^p profound 
Then out again he flies, to wing his maay round."^ 


Another guest there was, of sense refined. 

Who felt each worth, for eveiy worth he had , 
Serene yet warm, humane yet firm his mind, 

As little touch’d as any man’s with bad 
Him through their inmost walks the muses lad, 
To him the sacred love of nature lent, 
ilnd sometimes would he make our valley glad , 
’^Vhcnas we found he would not here be pent, 

To him the better sort this friendly message sent 


“ Come, dwell with us ! true son of virtue, come 1 
But if, alas ! we cannot thee persuade 
To he content beneath our peaceful dome, 

He ever more to quit our quiet glade , 

Yet when at last thy toils but ill apaid 

Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly simik. 

Thou wilt be glad to seek the lural shade, 

Tliere to indulge the muse, and nature mark 
We then a lodge for thee wdl rear in Hagley Park.’’f 


• John Foihes, eon of nunoan Forhcs of Collfidon. 
V t Lord Lyttloton. 
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Here Mliilom ligg’d the Esopna of the ago , 

But call’d by fame, m soul j-pwclcijd deep, 

A noble pride restored Inni to the stage, 

And lonscd Inm like a, giant from his sleep. 

Even from lus slumbers rve advantage reap , 

With double force the enhven’d scene he wake?, 

Yet qmts not nature’s bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum now the heart he shakes, 

And now with well urged sense the euhghten’d judgment 
takes* 

68 

A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beseems 
"Who, void of envy, guile, and lust of gam, 

On virtue still, and nature’s pleasing themes, 

Pour’d forth his unpremeditated strain , 

The world forsaking with a calm disdain, 

Here laugh’d he careless m his easy scat , 

Here quaff’d, encircled with the joious train, 

Oft moralizing sago , his ditty sweet 
He loathed much to write, uc carbd to repeat f- 

'^9 

EaU oft hy holy feet our ground was trod, . 

Of derks good plenty here you mote espy 
A httle, ronud, fat, oily man of God, ' 

Was one I chiefly markd among the fry 
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Ho Imd a roguisli twinlJo in lus eye, 

And shone all glittering nith ungodly dew, 

If a tight damsel chanced tojnppen by , ot'i' 
Whicli nlien observed, ho shrunk into his mew, *''' 
And straight would recollect his piety anew *' 


be forgot a tube, who minded nought 
(Old inmates of the place) but state aflairs 
They look’d, pejubc, as if they deeply tliought,^,^ 
And on their brov/ ait every nation’s caies. 

The world by them is parcell’d out in sh.ues, 

When in the Hall of Smoko they congress hold^ 
i\jid tlio sago berry, sun-hmnt Mocha bcar^. 

Has clear’d their iiiwnrd cyo then, smolm euioU’d, 
Their oradcs break forth mystenous as of olcl 


Here languid Beauty kept her pnlo-faccd court 
■I’ Bevies of dainty dmnes, of high degree, 

From every quarter hither made lesort, 

"Wliere, from gross mortal care and business free, 

' They lay, pour’d out in ease and luxury , 

Or should they a vain show of work assume, 

Alas 1 and well a day 1 what'oan it he ? 

To knot, to twist, to range tho vernal bloom , ^ 
But far IS cast tho distal]^ Bpimimg-wheel, and loom. 
A 

^ 72 

Tlieir only labour was to loll tho time , 

(And labour dire it is, and weary woe,) 

Ilia Irloutl Dr Murdoch 
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They sit, they loll, turn o’er some adlo ihyrac , 

Then, nsing sudden, to tlio glass they gO, 

Or saunter forth, with tottenng step and slow 
This soon too rude an exercise they find, 

Straight on the couch their limbs again they throw, 
AVhero hours on horns they sighing he rcchned, 

And court the vapourj' god, soft breathing in the "i.ind 


One nymph there was, incthonght, m bloom of 
Hay, 

On whom the idle fiend glanced many a loolc. 

In hopes to lead her down the sbppery way 
To taste of Pleasure’s deep deceitful brook , 

No virtues yet her gentle mind forsook , 

No idle whims, no i apoms fill’d her brain. 

But prudence for her youthful gmdo she took, 

And goodness, which no earthly vico could slain, 
Dwelt in her nund , she was iie iiroud I ween or vam 

74 

Now must I maik the villany w’e found, 

But ah I too late, as shall eftsoons be show n 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground 
"Where still our inmates, when unpleasing grow n. 
Diseased and loathsome, piivily were thrown 
Far from the hght of heaven, they languish'd there, 
Uupitied utteniig many n bitter groan , 

^ For of these wretches taken was no care 
Fierce fiends, and hags of hell, their only nurses were 
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75 

Alas ! the chaugo 1 fiom scenes of j(iy and rest, 

To tins dark den, where sickness toss’d alway 
Here Lethargy, with deadly sleep oppress’d, 

Stretch’d on lus back, a mighty lubbard, lay. 

Heaving his sides, and suorSd night and day, 

To stir luni from his traunco it was not eath,'*' 

And lus half-open’d eyno ho shut straightway , 

He led, I wot, the softest way to death. 

And taught ivithoutcn pam and strife to yield the bieath 
»* 

7G 

Of limbs enormous, but withal unsound, 
iSoft-swoln and pale, hero lay the Hydropsy 
Unwieldy man , with belly monstrous round. 

For over fed with watery supply , 

For still ho drank, and yet ho still was dry 
And moping here did Hypochondria sit. 

Mother of Spleen, m robes of vanous dye, 

Who vexM was full oft with ugly ht , 

And some her frantic deem’d, and some her deem’d a wit 

77 

A lady proud she was, of ancient blood. 

Yet oft her fear her pndo made ciouchon low 
I She felt, or fancied m her fluttering mood, 

[ All the diseases which the spittles know, 
j And sought all physic which the shops bestow, 

And still new leeches and new drugs would try, 

* Cuay 

I 

I 
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Her humoTir ever •waTermg to and Ho . 

For sometimes ste ■would laugli, and sometimes cry. 
Then sudden wasM Tvroth, and all she knew not why- 

A ^ 

78 

Fast by her side a hstless maiden pined, 

"With aching head, and squeamish heart-burmugs , 

Pale, bloated, cold, she seem’d to hate mankmd, 

Yet loved m secret all forbidden things 
And here the Tertian shakes his chillmg ■wings 5 
'Ihe sleepless Gout here counts the cro^wmg cocks, 

A ■woH now gnaws him, now a serpent stmgs , 

"Whilst Apoplexy cramm’d Intemperance knocks 
Do^wn to the ground at once, as butcher felleth os.* 

* Tho las'^row Btamcas were r-ntten by Br Armstronj:, and ropubbslieo 
tmilor thetiUaof^n Imlalian of Spaittr, vnilat ai Mr Thomm’l dairt, toH 
itierttii into (fie CattU <if Indolence- ' 
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CANIO n 

Tbo Knfglit of Arts and Industtj^ 
And Ids ncliiovomcnts filr. 
That, by tbls cnstio b o\ crthrow, 
Eceittcd and cro^nl^ 1 wore 


EscAPini tlio castle of the sure of sin, 

All I i\hero shall I so sweet a dwelling find ? 
For all around, witliout, and all within, 
Kothing save what delightful was and kind. 
Of goodness savouung and a tender nuiid, 
E'er rose to view. But now another strain, 
Of doleful note, alas < remains bolund 
I now must sing of pleasine turn’d to paw, 
And of the false enchanter Indolence complain 


Is there no patron to protect tlie muse. 

And fence for her Parnassus’ barren soil? 

To every labour its reward accrues, 

And they are sure of bread who swank * and moil 
But a fell tribe the Aoman hive despoil, 

As ruthless wasps oft rob the pnmful bee 

• Labour 
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Tlius ■while the laws not guard that noblest toil, 
Ne for the muses other meed decree, 

*rhey praised are alone, and starve right merrily 




I care not, Fortune, "what you me deny 
You cannot rob me of free Nature’s grace , 

You cannot shut the wmdows of the sky, 

Through which Amora shows her bnglitening face , 
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace ^ 

The woods and lawns, by bvmg stream, at eve 
Let health my nerves and finer fibjes brace, fi 
And I th eir t oys to the gieat children leave < 

0£ fancy, reason, "rirtue, nought can me bereave 


4 


Come then, my muse, and raise a bolder song , 
Come, hg no more upon the bed of sloth, 
Dragging the lazy langmd Ime along. 

Fond to begin, but still to fimg li loath. 

Thy half-wnt scrolls aU eaten by the moth 
Anse, and sing that generous imp of fame, 
Who with the sons of softness nobly wroth. 

To sweep away this human lumber came. 

Or in a chosen few to rouse the slumbermg flame 


6 

Xu Fairy I,and there hved a knight of old. 

Of feature stem, fcclvaggio well ycleped, 

A rough uupohsh’d man, robust and'bold. 

But wondrous poor he neither sow’d nor re. p d. 
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Ne stores m summer for cold Tvmter heap’d , 

In limiting all ins days away he i>ore , 

Now scorch’d by June, now in Hovcmber steep’d, 
Now pinch’d by bitmg January sore, 

He still m woods pursned the hbbard and the boar 

6 

As he one morning, long before the dawn, 

Pncldd through the forest to dislodge his prey, 
Deep in the winding bosom of a hivni, 

With wood ivild fnnged, he mark’d a taper’s ray, 
That from the beating rain, and ivintiy fray, 

Did to a lonely cot his steps decoy , 

There, up to earn the needments of the day, 

He found dame Poverty, nor fair noi coy 
Hei he compress’d, and fill’d hei with a lusty boy 

7 

Amid the greenwood shade this boy was bied, 

And grew at last a kmght of muchel fame, 

Of active mind and vigorous lostyhed. 

The Ehight of Arts and Industiy by name * 

Earth A\as his bed, tlie boughs his roof did frame, 
He knew no beverage but the flowing stream , 

His tasteful well earn’d food the silvan game, 

Or the brown friut with ivhich the woodlands teem 
The same to him glad summer, or the winter breme 

8 

So pass’d his youthly mommg, void of care, 

Wild as the colts that through the commons run 


• nerco 
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1 or lum no tender parents troubled were, 

He of tlie forest seem’d to be the son, 

And, certes, bad been utteily undone ; 

But that Muierva pity of bim took, 

Witb all the gods that love tlic rnral wonne,” 
That teacli to tame the soil and rule tbe cro6k , 
No did the saciod Nine ebsdam a gentle look. 


Of fertile gemus bun tliey nnrturedmcll, 

In every science, and in every art, 

By wbicb manlond tbe thoughtless brutes excel, 

That can or use, or joy, or grace impart, 
isclosing all the powers of bend and benit , 
ise ivero the goodly exercises spared, 

^at brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert, 

And mix elastic force with firmness bard 

ever kni^bt on ground mote bo ■with him compared. 

10 

^metmies,^tb early mom, bo mounted gay 
' steed, exulting o’er tbe dal„ 

’^^^uig to the secret vale, 

twd'fl '“'“-'W “■'■I. 

Or d«ta.g on a,To I ‘T '^ 

Or wheel’d tl I ^ outstripp’d tbe gale, 

Or s ^ts mid career 

^ons wrestled bard with many a Jough compeer 

* DwcUlngf ( 
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At otlicr times ho pried through nalnro’s store, 
TVli.itc’cr she in the ethereal round contains, 

Whate’er slic hides beneath her serdant floor. 

The \egotablo and the mineral reigns. 

Or else he Ecanii’d the globe, those small domains 
\Yhcrc restless mortals such a turmoil keep, 

Its seas, its floods, its mountams, and its plains , 

But more he search’d the mmd, and roused from sleep 
Tlioso moral seeds ■whence wo heroic actions reap 


Kor would lie scorn to stoop from high pursuits 
Of hc.i\ only truth, and practise what she taught 
Yarn 13 the tree of Ijiowledgo without fruits ! 
Sometimes in hand the spade or plough he caught, 
Forth callmg all witli winch boon earth is fraught, 
Sometimes ho plied the strong mcchnmc tool, 

Or rcard the fabnc from the finest draught , 

And oft he put liiraself to Neptune’s school. 

Fighting with winds and w ivcs on Iho vex’d ocean pool 


To solace then these rougher tiiils, he tned 
To touch the Icindimg canvas into life , 

With nature his creating pencil ■vied. 

With nature Joyous at the mimic strife * 

Or, to such shapes as graced Pygmalion’s wife 
Ho bowed the marble , or, with vaned fire. 
Ho roused the trumpet, and the martial fife. 
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Or bad tbe lute sweet tenderness inspire, 

Or verses framed that well might wake Apollo’s lyre. 

14 

Accomplish’d thus, ho from the woods issued, 

Full of great auns, and bent on bold enipnse ; 

The work, which long he m his breast had brew’d, 
Now to perform he ardent did devise , 

To wit, a barbarous world to avilise. 

Earth was tdl then a boundless forest wild , 
Nought to be seen but savage wood, and sines , 

No cities nourish’d arts, no culture smiled, 

No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild 

15 

A rugged wight, the worst of brutes, was man , 
On his own wretched land he, ruthless, prey’d , 
The strongest still the weakest overran , 

In every country mighty robbers swaVd, 

And guile and ruffian force were all their trade 
life was a scene of rapme, want, and woe , 
s^Which this brave laught, m noble anger, made 
Tb^wear he would the rascal rout o’erthrow. 

For, 1^ the powe^ dmn^ it should no more be so 




IG 


It would exceed the\pnrport of my song 
To say bow tbia best s5^m from oiicnt cbmes, 
Came beaming bfo and cveauty all along, 
Before him chasing indole^ and < 


crimes 
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Still as lie pass’d, tlio nations he sublimes, 

And calls forth arts and "virtues "with his ray 
Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome their golden times, 
Successive, had , but no"w in rums grey 
They lie, to slavish sloth and tyranny a prey 

17 

To crown his toils. Sir Industry then spread 
The swelhng sail, and made for Bntain’s coast 
A silvan life till then the natives led. 

In the brown shades and greemvood foiest lost, 

All careless rambhng ivhera it bleed them most ; 

Their "wealth the "wild deer bonnemg thiough the gi.ide 
They lodged at large, and Rved at nature’s cost 
Save spear and bow, "uithouten other aid , 

Yet not the Roman steel their naked breast dismay’d 

18 

He hked the soil, he hked the clement skies. 

He liked the verdant hills and flowery plams 
“Be this my great, my chosen isle,” he cnes, 

“This, whilst my labours Liberty snstams, 

This queen of ocean all assault disdains ” 

Hor liked ho less the gomus of the land, 

To freedom' apt and persevermg pams. 

Mild to obey, and generous to command, [hand. 
Temper’d by formmg Heaven "ivith kmdest firmest 

19 

Heie, by degrees, his master-work arose, 
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Whatever arts aud industry can frame •, > 

Whatever finish’d agnculturo tnon e, 

Fair queen, of arts 1 from hca\ en itself ivho came, 

When Eden flourish’d in unspotted fame , 

And still with her sweet luuoceuce we find, 

And tender peace, and joys without a name, 

That, while they ravish, tranquiUiso the mind ‘ 
nature and art at once, dchght and use combined 

20 

Then towns ho quicken’d by mechanic arts, 

And hade the fervent aty glow with tod , 

Bade social commerce raise renowned marts, 

Join land to laud, and marry soil to soil , 

Unite the poles, and without bloody spoil 
Bring home of either lud the gorgeous stores , 

Or, should despotic rage the world embroil, 

Bade tyrants tremble on remotest shores, [xoars ' 
While o’er the oncirclmg deep Britannnv’s thunder 

21 

The drooping muses then ho westward call’d, 

Erom the famed city by Propontic sea,'*' 

What time the Turk the enfeebled Grecian thrall’d , 
Thence from their cloister’d walks ho set them free, 
And brought them to another Chstahe, 

Where Isis many a famous nurshng breeds , 

Or where old Cam soft-paces o’er the lea 
In pensive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds. 

The whilst his flocks at large'the lonely shepherd feeds. 

* Coustontluoplo, 
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Yet tlic fino Arts were wli.it lie finish’d least 
Tor ivhy J Thej* arc the quintessence of nil, 

’ilic growth of labouring tune, and slow increased , 
TJnlciS', ns seldom chances, it ahotild fall 
Unatinightj patrons thecoj sisters call 
Up to the snnslunc of uncnniber’d ease, 

Yltcrc no rude care the mounting thought may thrall, 
And uhere they notlinig have to do but please 
Ah 1 gracious God ' thou Icnoiv’Et they ask no other fees 

£3 

But now, alas ’ wo lire too late in time . 

Oar patrons now e’en gnulgo that little claim, 

ISrccpt to such as sleek the soothing rhyme , 

And yet, forsooth, they wear Mccccnas’ name, 

Poor sons of pnft-up sanity, not fame. 

Uiibrokcu epints, diocr 1 still, still remains 
The eternal patron. Liberty j whose flame, 

Wlulc she protects, inspires the noblest strains 
The best and sweetest far, are toil created gains 

24 

Y’hrn as the Icmght had framed, in Britain laud, 

A matchless form of glorions government, 

In which the sovereign laws alono command, 

Laws, 'fctablish’d by the public free consent, 

' WJioso majesty is to the sceptre lent, 

When this great plan, avith each dependent art, 

Was settled firm, and to lua heart’s content^ 
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Tlien souglit lie from tlie toilsome scene to p'lrt, 

And let life’s vacant eve breathe qmet through the heart 

23 

Por this he chose a farm in Deva’s vale, '• 

Where lus long alleys peep’d upon the main • 

In this calm seat ho drew the healthful galCj 
Here mix’d the chief, the patnot, and the swam 
The happy monarch of his silvan tram, 

Here, sided by the guardians of the fold, 

He waUdd his rounds, and cheoi’dhis blest domain 
His days, the days of nustain’d nature, roll’d 
Hepleto with peace and joy, like patriarchs, of olcL 

2G 

Witness, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk ; 

Witness, ye flocks, whose woolly vestments far 
Evceed soft India’s cotton, or her silk ; 

Witness, with Autumn charged the noddmg car, 

That homeward came beneath sweet evening’s star. 

Or of September-moons the radiance mild. 

O hide thy h&id, abominable war ! ' 

Of crimes and ruffian idleness the child I ihd ! 

From Heaven this life jrsprung, from hell thy glories 

27 

hior from his deep letuemeut bnmsh’d was 

The amusmg care of rural mdustry 

Still, as with grateful change the seasons pass, 

Hew scenes arise, newhindscapes stnlce the eye 
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And all the enliven’d country beautify^ 

Gay plains extend -where marshes slept before ; 

O’er recent meads the exulting streamlets fly , 

Dark frowmng heaths grow bright with Ceres’s store, 
And woods irabrown the steep, or wave along the shoie 

28 

As nearer to his farm you made approach, 

He pohsh’d Nature with a finer hand , 

Yet on hei beauties durst not art encroach , 

‘Tis art’s alone these beauties to expand 
In graceful dance imraingled, o'er the land. 

Pan, Pales, Plora, and Pomona play’d , 

Here, too, biisk gales the rude wild common fanu’cL 
A happy place , where free, and unafraid, 

Amid the flowiing bralces each coyer creature stray’d, 

29 

i 

Put 111 piimc vigour what can last for aye ? 

That soul enfeebling wizard Indolence, 

I whilom sung, -wrought m Ins woiks decay 
Spread far and wide was his cursed influence, 

Of pubhc -virtue much he dull’d the sense, 

U’enmuch of private, cat our spirit out, 

And fed our lank luxunons vices wlienco 
The land was overlaid -with many a lont , 

Not, as old fame reports, -wise, generous, hold, and stout 

30 

A rage of pleasure madden’d every breast, 

Down to tho lowest lees tho ferment ran , 
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To Ills licentious wish each must be blcss’d, 

With joy be fever’ dj snatch it as be can 
Thus vice the standard rear’d , her amet-bon 
Corruption call’d, and loud she gave the word, 

“Mind, mind yourselves 1 why should the vulgar man, 
The lacquey be more virtnous than lus lord 1 ' 

Enjoy this span of life 1 ’tis all the gods afford." 


The tidings reach’d to where, in quiet hall, 

Tlie good old knight enjoy’d well-earn’d repose • 

“ Come, come, sir kmght ! thy children on thee call , 
Come, save us yet, ere rum round us close I 
The demon Indolence thy toils o’er throws ” 

On this the noble colour stain’d his cheeks, 
Indignant, glowmg through the whitening snows 
Of venerable old, his eje full speaks 
His ardent soul, and from lus couch at once he breaks 


“ I wtII,” he cned, “ so help me, God 1 destroy 
That villain Archimage” — ^His page then straight 
He to him call’d , a fierj -footed hoy, 

Eenempt* Dispatch —"My steed be at the gqte j 
My bard attend , qmck, bnng the net of fate.’’ 

This net was twisted by tbe sisters three , 

Which, when once cast o’er harden’d wretch, too late 
Eepentance comes , replevy cannot he 
From the strong iron grasp of vengeful destiny 

* Named. 
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Ho came, tlio tard, a littlo drmd "wiglit, 

Of wither’d aspect , but his eye was keen, 

With sweetness mix’d. In rosset brown bedight, 

As IS his sister of the copses green, 

He crept along, unpromising of mien 
Gross he who 3udge3 so His soul was fair, 

Bnght as the children of yon azuin sheen I 
True comehness, which nothing can impair, 

Dwells in the muid all else is vanity and glare. 

34 

“Como,” quoth the knight, “a voice has reach’d 
The demon Indolence threats overflow [ear 

To aU that to mankind is good and dear ; 

Come, Philomelus , let us instant go, 

O’erturn his bowers, and lay his castle low 
Tiiose men, those wretched men 1 who will be slaves, 
Must drink a bitter wrathfol cup of woo • 

But some there be, thy song, as from their graves, 
Siiidl raise ” Thrice happy he 1 who without rigour saves 

3C 

Issuing forth, the knight bestrode his-steed, 

Of ardent bay, and on whose front a star 

Shone bl^mg bnght , spiung from the generous brce 1 

That whirl of active day the rapid car, 

Ho pranced along, disdaining gate or bar 
Meantime, the bard on milk-white palfrey rode ^ 

An honest, sob^heast, that did not mar ^ 
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His meditations, but full softly trodc' ' 

And much they moralised as thus yfcrc they yode.* 

30 

Tliey talk’d of virtue, and of human bliss, r 
■What else so fit for man to settle n ell i 
And still tlicir long rcscarclies met in tins, . , . 

This Truth of Truths, which nothing can refeU 
“From virtue’s fount tlie purest joys outwell, 

Sweet nlls^f thought that cheer the conscious soul , 
"While vice pours forth the troubled streams of hell. 

The ■which, howe’er disguised, at last ivith dole 
Wdl through the tortured breast their fiery torrent roll ” . 

37 

At length it da'wn’d, that fatal valley gaj’-, 

O’er which high wood crown’d hills tlieir summits rear • 
On the cool height a while our pidmcrs stay, 

And spite even of themselves their senses cheer. 

Then to the wizard’s wonne their steps they steer, 
lake a green isle, it broad beneath them spread, 

With gardens round, and wandermg currents clear, 

And tufted groves to shade the meadow-bed, 

Sweet airs and song , and ■without hurry all seem’d glad, 

38 

“ As God shall judge me, knight 1 we must forgive,” 
The half-enraptured Plulomelus cried, 

“ The frail good man deluded here to hve, 

And in these groves his musmg fancy hide. 

* IVrfc— woht. ^ ^ 

1 — — 
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All 1 nonglit IS pure It; cannot be denied, 
That virtue still some tincture has of vice, 
And vice of virtue. What should then betide, 
But that our chanty be not too nice ? 

Come, let us those ire can, to real bhss entice ’ 


“ Ay, sicker,” quoth the knight, “ all flesh is frail, 
To pleasant sm and joyous dalhance bent, 

But let not brutish vice of this avail. 

And think to ’scape deserved punishment 
Justice Ti'dre cruel -weaLly to relent , 

From mercy’s self she got her sacred glaive 
Gratfe be to those ivho can, and vnl], repent , 

But penance long, and dreary, to the slave. 

Who must in floods of iro his gross foul spint lave ” 


Thus, holding high discourse^ they came to nheie 
The curs&d carl "was at his wonted trade , 

' Still temptmg heedless men mto his snare, 

In witching wise, as I before have said. 

But when he saw, in goodly geer array’d, 

The grave majestic Icnight approaclung nigh. 

And by his side the bard so sago and staid. 

His countenance feU , yet oft Ins anxious eye 
Afaik’d them, like wily fox who roosted cock doth spy 


Hatliless, vuth feign’d respect, he bade give back 
The rabble rout, and welcomed them full land 


244 


THOMSON’S POEMS 


Struck vntk tko noWc twain, they were not slack . 

Hjs orders to obey, and fall bchmd. 

Then ho resumed his song , and, uncouQued, 

Pour’d all his music, ran through all his strings 
^Ylth magic dust their cyno he tries to hlmd, 

And virtue’s tender airs o’er weakness flings 
What pity base his song who so dmnely sings ! 

42 

Elate in thought, ho counted them his own, 

They listen’d so mtent with d delight 
But they instead, as if transmew’d to stone, 

MarveU’d ho could with such sweet art unite 
The hghts and shades of manners, wrong and i ight. 
Meantimo, the silly crowd the charm devour, 

Wide pressmg to the gate. Swift, on the knight 
He darted fierce, to drag lum to his bower, 

Who backemng shunn’d his touch, for well he knew ita 
power 

43 

As m throng’d amphitheatre, of old 
The wary Eetianus trapp’d his foe j 
E’en so the lought, returning on hun bold, 

At once involved him in the Net of Woe, 

Whereof I mention made not long ago 
Inraged at first, he scorn’d so weak a jad. 

And leap’d, and flew, and flounced to and fro , 

But when he found that nothing could avail. 

He set him felly down, and gnaw’d his bitter nail 
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44 

Almii’dj llto inferior demons of tlio jilnco 
lUi'iOil nitful ®J)ncl),s nnd liidcons yells around , 
r.hck alonny clouds deform’d tbo welkin’s face, 

And from bencatlj wan heard n wailing sound, 

'Vs of infernal 'Uprights m cavern bound , 

A solemn sadness c\cry crest lire strook. 

And ligbtiiinga flash’d, and horror rocldd tlio ground , 
Huge crowds on crowds outpour’d with blemish’d look. 
As if on tune’s last serge this frame of things had sliooL 

45 

Soon Its the slioit-hvcd tempest was yspent, 

Steam’d from the jaws of \cv’d As emus’ hole, 

And hush’d the hubbub of the mbblcmcnt, 

S.r Indnstrj the first calm moment stole 
“Tlitrc must," he cned, “amid so s ast n shoal, 
lie some who are not tainted at the heart, 

Not poison’d qmte bj this saino villain’s bowl 
Ckune then, my bard, -thy heavenly fire impart , 

Touch soul With soul, till foilli the Intent sinnt stmt ’ 

46 

Hie bard obej-’d , and tnlung from his side, 

Where it in seemly sort depending hung. 

His Butish harp, its speaking stnngs ho tned. 

The whicli with skilful touch ho deftly strang. 

Till tinkling in clear symphony they rung 
Tlicn, na he felt the muses como along. 

Light o’er the chorda his raptured hand ho flung, 
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And play’d a prelude to liis rising song 
The ■whilst, like midnight mute, ten thousands roimd Mm 
throng 

47 

Thus, ardent, burst his strain — “ Te hapless race, 

Dure kibounng here to smother reason’s ray, ^ 

That hghts our Maker’s image in our face, 

And gives us ■wide o’er earth unque'stion’d sway j 
"What IS the adored Supremo Peifection, say 1 — 

What, but eternal never restmg soul. 

A lmi ghty Power, and all-directmg day. 

By whom each atom stirs, the planets roll , 

Who fills, surrounds, informs, and agitates the wholc.^ 

48 

Come, to the beanung God your hearts imfold 1 
Draw from its fountain life I ’Es thenc^ alone, 

^Ye can excel Up from unfeehng mould, 

To seraphs burning round the Almighty s throne, 

Life rising stfil on hfe, in higher tone. 

Perfection forms, and ■with perfection bliss. 

In umversal nature this clear shewn, 

Not needeth proof to prove it were, I wis. 

To prove the beauteous world excels the brute abyss 

49 

Is not the field, ■with hvdy culture green, 

A sight more joyous than the dead mora^Jj 
Do not the skies, with active ether clean. 

And fann’d by spnghtly zephyrs, far surpass 
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Tlic foul NovcmLer fogs, and sliuubrous mass 
Witli 'urlucU sad Xnturo veils Ler dioopiug face 1 
Docs not tbe mountain stream, as dear as glass, 
Gay-dnncuig on, the putrid pool disgiacc 1 

The sam^n aU bolds true, but chief in human race 

DKc 9 vixtdS la'y ' " 

CO 

“ It was not by vile loitenng in ease, 

“ 'lliat Greece obtain’d tho bnghtcr palm of ait , 

That soft yet ardent Athens learn’d to please, 

To keen the wit, and to sublime the hcait, 

In all supremo I complete in every part 1 
It was not ticuce majestic Eomo aiosc. 

And o’er the nations shook licr conquenng dart 
Dor sluggard’s brow tho laurel never grong , 

Renown is not tho child of indolent Repose 

51 

“ Had unambitious mortals minded nought, 

But in loose joy their time to wear away, 

Had they alone tho lap of dahiance sought, ^ 

Pleased on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 

Rudo nature’s state had boon our state to day , 

No aties o’or thou: towery fiouts had raised, 

No arts had made us opulent and gay , 

With broth er-br utes tho human race had grazed. 

None e’er had soar’d to fame, none honour’d been, none 
praised. 

52 

“ Qrcat^Homer’s song had never fired tho breast 
To thirst of glory, and heroic deeds , 


13 


TjrOMSOlfS POEMS 


Street Slaro’s muse, sunk in inglorions rc^l, 

Had silent slept amid tlie ifincian reeds j 
The ivits of modem time Lad told their beads, 
jVnd monkish legends been their only strains , 

Onr ililton’s Eden had lam ivrapt in ivccds, 

Onr Shakspearc stroll’d and laugh’d xrith Wamick 
snains, 

Nc had my master Spenser charm’d his MuUa’s plains. 

53 

Dumb too had been the sage histone lunse, 

And pefishd all the sons of ancient fame. 

Those starry hghts of Tirtue, tlint diffuse 
Through the dark depth jf time th-'ir vivid flame, 
Had aU been lost mth such as Lave no name , 

Who then had scorn’d Ins case for others’ good? 
Who then had toil’d rapacious men to tame 1 
Who in the pubhc breach devoted stood, 

And for his country’s cause been prodigal of blood 1 


C4 


“But should to fame your hearts unfeeling be, 
K nght I read, you pleasure all require'. 

Then hear how best may be obtain’d this fee, 
How b^t enjoyd this nature’s wide desire. 

Tod and be ghid ! let mdnstiy mspire ^ 
yo^ quicken’d hmbs her buoyant breath 1 

^^10 does not act IS dead, absorb’dentiro 

eu earted men, to be in love with rlp.-ifl. i 
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“All 1 wliat avail the largest gifts of heaver, 

Wlien drooping health and spirits go amiss 1 
How tasteless then whatever can be given ? 

Health is the vital principle of bhss, 

And exercise of health In proof of this, 

Behold the wretch, who sings his life away, 

Soon swallow’d in disease’s sad abyss, 

While he whom toil has braced, or manly play, 

Has light as an cacli hinb, each thought as clear as day 


“ 0 who can speak the vigorous joys of health I 
Unclogg’d the body, unobscured the nimd 
Tlie morning rises gay, with pleasing stealth, 

The temperate evemng falls serene and kmd. 

In health the wiser brutes true gladuess find 
Sec ! hoAV the younglings fnsk along the meads, 

Ab -May comes on, and waJces the balmy wind , 
Rampant with hfo, their joy all joy exceeds 
Yet what but high strung health this dancing pleasaunce 
breeds ? 


“But here, instead, is foster’d every ill. 
Which or distempei'’d minds or bodies know 
Come then, my kindred sprats 1 do not spill 
Your talents here this place is but a show. 
Whoso charms delude yon to the den of woe 
Como, follow me, I will direct yon right, 


tiiomsosts rouiF- 

Wliero ploa^ro’s rose'?, void of soqicnts, grow, 

Sincere as sueefcj come, follo^I tins good kiiiglit, - ' 
And you will bless the day that brouglitbun to youraigliL 
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“ Some lie will lead to courts, and eoiuc to canijis , 

To senates some, und pubhc sago debates, 

^Vbere, by tbo solemn gleam of inulniglit lamps, 

The world is poised, and managed migbty states, 

To bigb discovery some, tbat nevr creates 
Tbo face of cartb , some to the tlinauig mart 
Some to tbo rural reign, and softer fates , 

To tbo sweet mnses some, who raise tbo heart > 

^ glory shall be j ours, nU nature, and all art 1 

50 

“ There are, I see, who listen to mj lay, 

^0 wretched sigh for virtue, but despair. 

‘M may bo done,’ mctliinks I bear them say, 
en death despised by generous actions fair , 
ut for tbo^se who to these bowers repair, 
iheir every pow cr dissoh ed in liivuri', 

0 quit of torpid sluggishness the lair, 

M from tiro po, ortol om, „f gc 
^ ““Strom tiro dorrd-'fUrr, .-rt c-m„ot IreP 

ftTtT 

Of thfh *0 dissipate the band 

“ ^ay hko lions stand. 
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Ills soul appal, and damp his rising liro 1 
Resolve, resolve, and to bo men aspire 
Evert th it noblest pnvilcge, alone 
llerc to nnnlund indulged , control desuo. 

Let godlilcc reason, from her sovereign throne, 

Speak the commanding nord ‘I ivill 1’ and it is done. 

G1 

“Heavens ! can j ou then tlms rvaste, m shameful wise, 

Toim few important days of tiial here 1 

Heirs of eternity 1 yborn to rise 

Tlirough endless states of being, stdl more near 

To bbss approacliing, and perfection clear, 

Can you rcnoimcc a fortune so subbme. 

Such glonous hopes, your backward steps to steer. 

And roll, with vilest brutes, tbrongb mud and slime 1 
No ' no '—Your beaven touch’d hearts disdain the sordic 
crime'" 


G3 

“Enough' ououghl’’ they ciicd— straight, from the 
crowd. 

The bettor sort on miigs of transport fly 
As when amid the lifeless summits proud 
Of Alpine clifis where to the gehd sky 
Snows piled on snows in wintry torpor he, 

The rays divine of vernal Phoebus play , 

Tlie awaken’d heaps, m streamlets from on high, 
Roused into action, hvely leap' away. 

Glad warblmg through the vales, m their new being g<ay 
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Not less tlie life^ the vivid joy serene, 

That hghted up these new created men, 

Than that which wings the exulting spint clean. 
When, just dehver’d from this fleshly den, < 

It soaring sehks its native skies agon 
How hght its essence 1 how nnclogg’d its powers 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen ' 
en so we glad forsook these sinfnl bowers, _ 

Een such enraptured hfe, such energy was onis. 

64 

^t far the greater part, with rage inflamed,* 
^e-mutter’d curses, and blasphem’d high Jove 
„ ^sons of hate 1 ” they bitterly exclaim’d, - 
at brought you to this seat of peace and lovo ? 
kmd nature, here amid the grove. 

We pass’d the harmless sabbath of our time. 

What to disturb It could, feU men, emove 

hearts? Is happmess a crime ? ‘ 
Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heaven sublime ’’ 


Ye metobos a, y 

e!» ‘ r-® straight a wand ' 

&ntli fr ’ "n “‘‘'““S'” P"™ ‘to hath, 

^ to command ' 

Th^p'l »“ “‘“J- tod, 

On Wetn? hs h'*"!*™ ““toy paddles foimd , 
S'”-® “11 Wacken-d stod , 
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And o’er the weedj', foul, ftbliorrfid ground, 

Snakes, adders, toads, eacli loathsome creature crawls 
around. 


60 

And hero and there, on trees by liglitinng scathed, 
Unhappy wights who loathSd life yhung, 

Or, in fresb gore and recent murder bathed, 

They weltcnng lay , or else, infuriate flung 
Into the gloomy flood, while ravens sung 
The funeral dirge, they down the torrent roll’d 
These, by distemper’d blood to madness stung. 
Had doom’d themselves, whence oft, nhen night 
controU’d 

Tlio world, returning hither their sad spints howl’d 

07 

llcantime a moving scene was open laid , 

That lazar-houBO, I whilom in my lay 
Depainted have, its horrors deep display’d, 

And gave unnumber’d wretches to the day, 

Who tossing there in squalid misery lay 
Soon as of sacred hght the unwonted smile 
Pour’d on these hving catacombs its ray, 

Through the drear caverns, stretolung many a mile. 
The side upraised their heads, and dropp’d their woes 
a wlulo 

08 

0 heaven P they cned, “and do wo once more sec 
Ton blessed sun, and this green earth so fair i 
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Are Tve from noisome damps of pestlionsc frco ? 
And dnnk our souls tlie sweet etlicreal nir I 
0 tliou ! or Luiglit, or god ! wlio boldest tlicre 
That fiend, oli keep him in eternal chains I 
But what for ns, the clnldren of despair, 

Brought to the brink of hell, what hope remains 1 
Repentance does itself but aggravate our pains ” _ 


Tlie gentle knight, who saw their ruefnl case, 

Let faU adown his silver beard some tears 
“ Certes,” quoth he, “ it is not e’en in grace, 

To undo the past, and eke your broken years • 
Nathless, to nobler worlds repentance rears, 

With humble hope, her eye , to her is given 
A power the truly contrite heart that cheers, 

She quells the brand by which the rocks are nven 
She more than merely softens, she rejoices heaven 


“Then patient bear the sufferings you have earn’d, 

And by these sufferings punfy the mind. 

Let wisdom bo by past misconduct leam’d j 
Or pious die, with pemtence resign’d. 

And to a life more happy and refined. 

Doubt not, you sbaU new creatures yet ansa 
Till then, you may expect in me to find 
One who wiU wipe your sorrow from your eyes, 

One who will soothe your pangs, and wmg you to the 
skies” 


Tirn op endolpnoe. 
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Hiey silent lieard, and pour’d tlieir thanks in tears 
“For you,” resumed the knight ivith sterner tone, 

“ Wkose liard dry hearts the obdurate demon sears, 
That TiUam’s gifts mil cause you many a groan , 

In dolorous mansion long you must bemoan 
Hia fatal charms, and •weep youi stains away. 

Till, soft and pure as infant goodness gro'wn, 

Tou feel a perfect change then, who can say 
What grace may yet shine forth in heaven’s eternal day 1” 

72 

Tins said, Jus powerful wand ho waved anew 
Instant, a glorious angel-tram descends, 

The Chanties, to wit, of rosy hue , 

Sweet love then looks a gentle radiance lends, 

And mth seraphic flame compassion blends. 

At once, dehghted, to then charge they fly 
When lo 1 a goodly hospital ascends , 

In which they bade each lement aid be nigh, 

That could the sick-bed smooth of that sad company 

73 

It was a worthy edifying sight, 

And gives to human kind peciUiar grace, 

To see kind hands attending day and night, 

With tender ministry, from place to place 
Some prop the head', some, from the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature sheds, 

Some ’■each the healing draught , the whilst, to chase 
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The fear supreme, around their soften’d beds, 

Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven dispreds. 


74 

Attended by a glad acclaiming train, 

Of those he rescued had from gaping hell. 

Then turn’d the kmght , and, to his hah iigain 
Soft-pacing, sought of peace the mossy cell 
Yet down Ins cheeks the gems of pity fell. 

To see the helpless wretches that remam’d, 

There left through delves and deserts dire to j^ell , , ' 

Amri 2 ed, their looks with pale dismay were stam’d, - 

And spreadmg wide their hands they meek repentance 
feign’d 




Bat ah 1 their scomM day of grace was past 

For, homble to teU ! a desert wild 

Before them stretch’d, bare, comfortless, and ^ast , 

With gibbets, bones, and carcasses defiled, 
fce nor tnm add, nor hvely coltare sm lid , 

Nor TOTOg stajj fountain fair , 

But sanda atmpt on sando lay loose’, y piled, 

wSpf n ‘“■I’d -“I P-'nM care, 

'“^^^‘oiliiissiuotelhenisore.aiidarcdffieclonaiesaair 
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™ “■ “joTl® land of bogs, 

®e sadden d eountry a e„, 

Per "e“™ ‘ ’’T“ ‘“S’ 

ever hung on dnzzly Austei’s beard , 
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Or else the ground, by piercing Canms sear'd, 

Was jagg’d with frost, or heap’d with glazSd snow , 
Through these extremes a ceaseless round they steer’d, 
By cruel fiends still burned to and fro, 

Gaunt beggary, and scorn, with many hell-hounds inoe 


The first was with base dunghill rags ychd, 
Taintmg the gale, m which they flutter’d hght , 

Of morbid hue his features, sunk and sad, 

His hollow eyne shook foith a sickly hght , 

And o’er his lank jawbone, in piteous phght, 

His black rough beard was matted rank and vile , 
Direful to see ! a heart-appaUing sight 1 
Meantime foul scurf and blotches him defile, 

And dogs, where’er he went, still baik5d fill the while. 


The other was a fell despightful fiend , 

Hell holds none worse m baleful bower below. 
By pnde, and wit, and lage, and lancour, keen’d, 
Of man alike, xf good or bad, the foe. 

With nose upturn’d, he always made a show 
As if he smelt some nauseous scent , his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like blast from boreal snow , 
And taimts he casten forth most bitterly 
Such were the twam that oS drove this ungodly fry 


E’eil so through Brentfoid town, a town of mud, 
A. herd of biistly swine is jirick’d along , 
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Tlie filthy beasts, that never cliev? the cud, 

Still grunt, and squeak, and smg then: troublons song 
And oft they plunge themselves the mire amoisg 
But aye the ruthless dnver goads them on. 

And aye of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew there unmelodious moan ^ 

Ke ever find they rest from their unresting foue."^ 



LIBERTY. 


[The Fii'j.t Part o£ Uhzx ty was pubhaUed in 1734 , the Second and 
Third m 1735, and the Fourth and Fifth in 1786 Notwitbstand- 
mg that Thomson imagined this his best work, it was a signal fail 
ore Wnhng to a friend a\ho had been praising the poem, he 
BS}B — Allow me to remark, that though poets hare been long used 
to this Bpmtual, and almost only, emolument ansmg from their 
works, yet I doubt much if booksellers have any rehsh for it , I think, 
therefore, (notwithstanding that the ghosts of many authors nalk 
unrevenged,) of aunuUmg the baigam anth mine, who would elso be 
a cousiderablo loser by the paper, prmting, and pubhcation of Lv- 
hcHij ” 

Dr Johnson gives his disapproval of the poem in unmistakcable 
tcims — “Ltbaty when it first appeared, I tned to read, but soow 
dtsirled. I have never tned again, and therefore wih not hasemf 
cither pmse w eeusuro '1 
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Sm, — When I rcflfctiiijon tb'itnndj couilesCLnaioii, Uiat prevent 
ing goneroaty, ■willi winch your Koyil Highnees received the MIon 
mg poem under yotir pTitcctiou, I can nlono ascribe ifc to the recom 
mcmlalion imd influence of the subjeet. Invou the causa and con- 
cerns of Linerty lta"c so zealous a patron, ns entitles whatever may 
Lave the least tendency to promote them, to the distinction of Tonr 
fa. our And wlio cm cntcrt-ain tins delightful rofloclion, without 
feeling ft pleasure for superior to that of llic fondest author, end of 
V hitli all true lo\en of their country must participate To behold 
iLc naVe^ disposibons of the pruice, and of the patnot,uniteil an 
overnoaing benevolence, generosity, and candonr of heart, joincil to 
M calighlracd zc-l for Liberty, an intimate porsnasion that on it 
d pcndis the hftitpiccss end gloiy both of kings and people to see 
line ehiuing out m public virtues, ns they have hitherto smiled in 
aUrt oroc-al lights and pnvato accomplishments of Lfe, is a pro? 
iiC;,, t at crnnol but in'p re a gentral eentimont of nt.Bfocti(m and 
p tnr-'i, moro laisy to bo fUt than cTiprcescd, 
iaV !!*'' ^'’horbig rUi-mpt to trace Liberty, from the first ages down 
tut eembh hm.mt in Groat Britain, can at all racrltyoui 
It to your Itoyal Highnco, 
M^T the dignity of the nibjeet, end of the 

it p V - U ^ '’7^^ it, I Iwve my best nrvard, 

r. 15 th7';,, . ^PPOrtumty of declaring that I am, ^ 

‘ Sir, yc ir Boial Highnc^’fl iroit 

•JsJH! Tnoiitov 
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AKCIENT AND MODERN ITALY COMPARED 

rovmrra. — Die ftiUoinng PoDra It tlirown Into iholotrn of n Pootlcil Visi<rt— 
It? Be no tlio mins of nnUont nomo — ^Tho Goddess of JJbortv, »7l;o Ismip 
po^cd (oqicalc tUrmigh t1>o wliolo nppeors, djarncleriscd ns BntlsIiLfb 
orty— Gives o view of enolcnt Italy and partlculnrly of nopnbilcan Pome, 
in an licrinnsntncoiico and gloTj— TUls contrasted by modora Italy, iU 
valleys, mountains, cuUiao, clUts, people tbo dlCforcnco opponriiig strong 
'estin Gio caplt-d city Porno— Tho ruins of tbogreat works of Iiiborty more 
magnlDcint Iban tlio borrowed pomp of Oppression , and Irani them 
revived Scidplnro, Pnintlng, and ArcliitoctDro— The old Eonmns oposlro- 
pblscd, with regard to tiio sovoml molnnclioly clmngcs In Italy Horuco, 
Tally, aad Virgil, wjlli regard to tlielrTlbar, Tiiscidiun, andKnplos— Tluit 
once finest and most ornammlcd jiart of Italy, all along tlio coast of Balm, 
bow ebanged — ^Tbbj dosolntloii of Italy applied to Brilnln— Addi-oss to tbo 
Goddess of Liberty, that abo would deduce Horn liio first ages, her olilof 
cetaWlsbrnoiitB, tbo do'cilptloii of which constitute tbo subject of tbo fol 
lowing i»rtB of tldsPoom—Sbo assents, and commaiuts wiint s ho says to 
bo sung In Britain, whoso Impplnoss, arising from freedom, mid a llmitod 
jnonareby, sbo marks— An immedlnto Vision attends, and paints hor words 
—Invocation 

0 JiY lamented Talbot J* tylule with tliee 
The JIiiso gay roved tlio glad Hesperian round, 

And drevf tlie inspiring breatli of ancient .irts , 

All 1 little tbouglit slic lior returning verso 
Sliotild sing our darling subject to tliy iSbada 
And docs the mystic veal, from mortal beam, 

* Oharlos Btcliard Talbot, Esg 
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Involve those eyes -where every virtno smiled, 

And all thy Father’s candid spirit shone 1 
The hght of reason, pure, withont a cloud , 

Fall of the generous heart, the mild regard , 

Honour disdaining hlemisli, cordial faith, 

And lunpid truth, that looks the very souk 
But to the death of mighty nations turn 
3dy stram , be there absorb’d the private tcai 
Musing, I lay , warm from the sacred walks, 

Where at each step imagination bums 
While scatter’d wide around, awful, and hoar, 

Lies, a vast monument, once glonous Romo, 

The tomb of empire I Rums 1 that eflhco 
Whate’er, of finish’d, modem pomp can boast 
Snatch’d by these wonders to that world where 
thought 

Unfetter'd ranges, Fancy’s magic hand 
Led me anew o’er all the solemn scene, 

Still m the mmd’s pure eye more solemn dress’d 
When straight, me thought, the fair majestic Powu 
Of Liberty appear’d. Hot, ns of old, 

Extended in her hand the cap, and rod, 

Whose slave-enlarging touch gave double life 
But her bright temples bound with British oak, 

And naval honours nodded on her brow. 

Sublime of port loose o’er her shoulder flow’d 
Her sea green robe, -with constellations gay 
An island goddess now , and her high care 
The Queen of Isles, the mistress of the mam. 

:u tOludon to 11,0 ceromony of cnfranohlslns n slave among the nomans 


LTuinr^ 20 

My lionrt bent fiijnl transport nt tlio sight. 

Am], ns Fhcniovctl to spenlr, the awaken’d mviso 
Listen’d intense. A \i lido she look’d nroniid, 

With nionmfnl eye Iho Mcn-lcnowurmns mark’d, 

And tlicn, lici sighs re]’rc‘»sing, thus,bcgnn 
” Mine nro theso v.ondcrs, all tliou scest is mine , 

Hut ah, how changed I the falling, pool remains 
Of ulint exalted once tho Ausoinnn shore 
i^ok back throngb time and, rising from tho gloom, 
Jifark the dread scone. Unit paints wlnte’ci I say 
“ The great Lepubhe see ! tlint glonAl, Bnblimc, 

With tiic mix’d freedom of a thousand states , 

I'.n'cd on the thrones of kings Jior cuiulo chair, 

And by her fasces awed the sub]cct world 
iSoo busy nulhona quickening all tho Land, 

Mill] Cities throng’d, and teeming culture high 
Fui nature then snulcd on her free born son"), 

And pour’d the plenty that Ijclongs to men 
Lehold, the country'- cliceriiig, vdltis rise. 

In liicly prospect , by the secret lapse 
or brooks now lost, and Btreama rcuown’d in song 
In Uiiibrin’s closing vales, or on the brow 
or her brown lulls that brcallio tho scented gale , 

On Bairo’s viny coast, wlieio peaceful seas, 

F.ann’d by kind zcpliyTS, ever kiss tho shore, 

And suns unclouded shine through purest air 
Or in the spacious neighbourhood of Homo, 

Far shining upward to tho Sabine lulls, 

To Amo’s roar, and TibiiFs olive shade , 

To where Prencsti) lifts her airy brow , 
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Or do-ivuward spieading to tlie stmny sliore, 

Wliere Alba breathes the freslmess of the imin 
See distant mountains leave tbeir valleys dry, ' 
And o’er the prond Arcade tbeir tnbute j)om, 

To lave imperial Rome For ages bud, 

Deep, massy, firm, divergmg every way, 

With tombs of heroes sacred, see her roads, 

By varjons nations trod, and supphant longs, 

With legions flammg, or with triumph gay 
Full in the centre of these wondrous woilt^ 

The pnde of earth i Rome in her glory see ! 

Behold her demigods, in senate met , ‘ 

All head to counsel, and aU heart to act , 

The commonweal mspirmg every tongue ' 

With fervent eloquence, unbnbed, and bold. 

Ere tame Corruption taught the servile herd 
To rank obedient to a master’s voice 
“Hei Forum see, warm, popular, and loud. 

In trembhug wonder hush’d, when the two Sires,* 

As they the private father greatly quell’d, . ' 

Stood up the pubhc fathers of the state 
See Justice jndgmg there, m human shape. 

ow with freedom’s voice it thunders high. 

Or m soft murmurs smts to Tully’s tongue. 

Wlioc census, see , hei generous troops, 

Me. 

ns the purple tnumph waves along, 

• Lndns Juuius raa.l Vluilnlua -T 
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The higliest pomp and lo^fcst fall of life, 

“Her festive games, the school of heroes, see 
Her Circus, ardent with contending youth , 

Her streets, her temples, palaces, and baths, 

Full of fair forms, of Beaut/s eldest born, 

And of a people cast m virtne’s mould , 

While sculpture lives around, and Asian bills 
Lend their best stores to heave the pillar’d dome , 
All that to Homan strength the softer touch 
Of Grecian ait can join But language fails 
To paint this sun, this centre of mankind , 

Where every virtue, glory, treasure, art. 

Attracted stiong, in heighten’d lustie met, 

“Heed I the contiast markl unjoyous view 1 
A land in all, m goveniment and arts, 

In virtue, gemus, earth, aud heaven, reversed , 
Who but these far famed nuns to behold. 

Proofs of a people, whose heroic aims 
Soar’d far above tbe httle sellisb sphere 
Of doubtmg modem Mo , wlio bnt inflamed 
With classic zeal, these consecrated scenes 
Of men and deeds to trace, unhappy land. 

Would trust thy wilds, and cities loose of sway? 

“ Are these the vales, that, once, exultmg states 
In their warm bosom fed ? The mountains these. 
On whoso high-blooirang sides my sons, of old, 

I bred to glory ? These dejected towns. 

Where, mean and sordid, life can scarce subsist^ 
The scenes of ancient opulence and pomp ? 

“Como! by whatever sacred name disgiused. 


200 


inoM'>T'.'5 roi^y”? 


Oppression, cornel {in'! in tlij* Tvorks rejoice* 

See uaturo’s ncliost plains to pntrid fens 
Turn’d by tby fury From tiieir cbccrful bounds, 
Sec razed the enlivcmns village, farm, and sent 
First, rural tod, by tby rapacious band 
Robb’d of bis poor reward, resign’d tbo jilongb 
And now be dares not turn the noxious glebe. 

’Tis tbino entire The lonely swam lumsclE ' 
Who loves at largo along tbo grassy downs 
His flocks to pasture, tby drear cbempaign flics. 
Far as the sickening eye can sweep aronnd, 

’Ils all one desert, desolate, and grej, , 

Grazed by the enllcn buQalo alone. 

And, where the rank uncultivated growth 
Of rotting ages tamts the passing gale, 

Beneath the baleful blast the citj pines, 

Or sinks enfeebled, or uifcctcd bnms , 

Beneath it mourns the solitary road, 

Boil’d in rude mazes o’er the abandon’d waste , 
Wiule ancient ways, ingidPtl, are seen no more. 

“ Such tby dwe plains, tbon self-destroyer ' foe 
To buman-kmd I tby mountams too, profuse, 
■Where savage nature blooms, seem their sad plaint 
To raise agamst tbj desolating rock 
There on the breezy brow, where tbnvmg states 
And famous cihes, once, to the pleased sun, 

Far other scenes of rising culture spread, 

1 ale sbme tby ragged towns. Neglected round, 
Each harvest pmes , the bvid, lean produce 
Of heartless labour, while tbj’' liatcd joys, 
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Not pro])cr plcasiiro, bffc tlie Insy Imnd 
Bettor to sinTc in slotli the woes of life, 

Tlnn A\.'iko tlicir ingc •with unavmimg toil 
Hence, drooping nrfc nlmo'it to nature leaves 
Tlio rude uiiguidcd jeu" Thin uave the gifts 
Of ycUo'vv Cores, thm the radiant blush 
Of orchard reddens in the warmest ray, 

To weedy wildness run, no inral wealth 
(Such ns dictators fed) the garden pours 
Crude the wild olne Hows, and fold the 'viiio , 

Nor jmcc Oecubmn, or Falciman, more, 

Streams life and joy, save in the innsc’s bowl 
Unseconded by art, tlie spinning race 
Draw the bright thread lu v.nin, and idly toil 
In vain, forlorn in wilds’, the citron blows , 

And flowering plants peifnmo the desert gala 
Through the vile thorn the tender myrtle twines 
Inglorious dioops the laurel, dead to song. 

And long a stranger to the heio’s blow 
“ Nor half thy tiiuinph this , aost, fiom bnite fields, 
Into tlie haunts of men thy ruthless cya 
There, buxom Plenty never turns her horn , 

The grace and virtue of exterior bfe, 

No clean convenience reigns , e’en sleep itself, 

Ijcast dchoite of powers, reluctant, there, 

Laj's on the bed impure las Iicavy head 
Thy horrid walk ! dead, empty, unadorn’d, 

See streets whoso echoes novel know the voice 
Of chceiful Iiuny, commeice niany-tongued, 

And nit meChnmc at Ins vniions task, 
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Fervent, omploj-’d Mark the desponding race, 

Of occupation void, ns void of hope , 

Hope, the glad ray, glanced from Etcmal Good, 
That life enlivens, and exalts its powers, 

With views of fortune — madness all to thcml 
By thee lelcntless seized their hotter joys, 

To the soft aid of cordial airs they lly, 

Breathing a land ohhvion o’er their i.ocs, 

And love and music melt their souls awaj 
From feeble Justice, see how rash Eovenge, 
Trembling, the balance snatebes , aud the sw'oi d, 
Fearful himself, to venal rufiians gii es 
See where God’s altar, nursing murder, stands, 
With the red touch of dark assassins stam’cL 
“But chief let Borne, the mighty city I speak 
The full-exerted gemus of thy reign 
Behold her rise amid the lifeless waste, 

Expiring nature all corrupted round , 

Wilde the lone Tiber, through the desert plain, 
Winds his waste stores, and sullen sweeps nloug. 
Patch’d from my fragments, in unsohd pomp, 
Mark how the temfilo glares , and aitful dress’d, 
Amusive, draws the superstitions tram 
Mark how the palace lifts a lying front, 
Conceahng often, in magmfic jail, 

Proud want , a deep nnanimated gloom 1 
And oft adjoining to the drear abode 
Of misery, whose melancholy walls 
Seem its voracious grandeur to reproach. 

Withm the city bounds the desert see , 
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See tie rank vine o’er subterranean roofs, 

Indecent, spread , beneath wboso fretted gold 
It once, exulting, flow’d The people mark, 
Matchless, while fired by me, to pnbbc good 
Inexorably firm, just, generous, and brave, 

Afraid of nothing but unworthy hfe. 

Elate with glory, an heroic soul 

Known to the vulgar breast — behold them now 

A thin despairing number, aU-subducd, 

The slaves of slaves, by superstition fool’d, 

By vice unmann’d and a hcentions rule , 

In guile ingemous, and in murder brave 
Such m one land, beneath the same fan clime, 

Thy sons, Oppression, are , and such were mine 
“ E’en with thy labour’d Pomp, for whose vain show 
Deluded thousands starve , all age-begrimed, 

Tom, robb’d, and scatter’d in unnumber’d sacks, 

And by the tempest of two thousand years 
Contmnal shaken, let my luins vie 
These roads that yet the Eoman hand asseit, 

Beyond the weak repair of modern tod , 

These fractured aiches, that the chidmg stream 
No more dehghted hear, these nch remains 
Of marbles now unknown, where shmes imbibed 
Each parent i-ay , these massy columns, hew’d 
From AEnc’s furthest shore , one gramte all, 

These obelisks high-towenng to the sky. 

Mysterious mark’d with dark Egyptian lore 
These endless wonders that this sacred way * 
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lUumine stiU, aud consecrate to fame , 

These fountains, vases, urns, and statnes, cbarj'ed 
With the fine stores of art-completing Greece. 

Mme IS, besides, thy eveiy later boast , 

Thy Buonarotis, thy Palladios mine , 

And mme the fau designs, whicb Eaphael's soul 
O’er the live canvas, emanatmg, breathed. 

“ What would you say, ye conquerors of earth 1 
Ye Romans ' could you raise the laurell’d head , 

Could you the country see, by seas of blood. 

And the dread tod of ages, won so deal , 

Your pride, your triumph, your supreme dcbght i 
For whoso defence oft, in the doubtful hour, 

You rush’d with raptuie down the gulf of fate, 

Of death ambitious ! till by awful deeds, 

Virtues, and courage, that amaze manlund, ^ 

The queen of nations rose, possess’d of all 
Which nature, art, and glory could bestow j 
What would you say, deep m the last abj'ss 
Of slavery, vice, and unambitious want. 

Thus to behold her sunk? your crowded plams, 

Void of their cities , unadom’d your lulls , 

Ungraced your lakes, your ports to ships unknown^ 
Your lawless fioods, and your abandon’d streams , 

These could you know — these could you love again ? 
Thy Tiber, Horace, could it now inspire. 

Content, poetic ease, and rural joy, 

Soon bursting mto song, while through the groves 

• Sltclincl Angelo BuonaroH, PaUadio, and Ilaplmcl dTJrbIno, tlio tlneo 
gnat ujodem masters In Ecnlptnre, nrchiteoluro, and painting — 
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Of lieadiong AinOj dnslimg to tho vale, 

In many a toitured stream, yon mused along ? 

Yon wild retreat," wliere superstition di earns, 

Could, Tully, you your Tusculum believe? 

And could j-^ou deem yon naked lulls, that form, 
Pamed in old song, the skip forsaken bay, t 
Your Formian sboie ? Once tbe debgbt of eartli, 
Wbere art and natuio, ever simlmg, jom’d 
On tbe gay land to lavish all their stoies. 

How changed, how vacant, Yngil, wide aiound. 

Would now your Naples seem • disastei’d less 
Dy black Vesuvius thund’rmg o’er the coast ‘ 

His midnight earthquakes, and his mining files, 

Than by despotic rage,J that mward gnaws 
A native foe , a foreign, tears without 
First from your flatter’d Caisars this began 
Till, doom’d to tyrants an eternal piey, 

Thin peopled spreads, at last, the syren plam, § 

That tho dire soul of Hannibal disarm’d , 

And wrapp’d in weeds the shore of Venus hes 
There Baice sees no more the joyous throng, 

Her bank all beamuig with tho pride of Home , 

No generous vuies now bask along the lulls, 

Where sport the breezes of the Tynheue main , 

• Xu?culum Is itJcLoned to imve atood at n place now called Grottn FoiTutn 
a convent of monl a — T 

1 Tljc bay of Mola (anciently TormlajJ Into which nomor brings Gljssoi 
and his companions. Koar f ormiio, CIcoro had u villa — T 
t Naples, than nndcr tho Austrian govommont. — T 
5 dampagun Follco, adjoining to Capua — T 

|] Tho tons, of lloho, which was formorly nrlomcd uith tho worl.3 mon 
Honed In tho follou-ing lines , and whoro, amidst many magnlflcont ruins 
Ihoso of a lomplo crtclod to Venus ato still to ho sooia— T 
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With baths and temples mix’d, no villas rise , 

Nor, art sustam’d amid reluctant -waves, 

Dra-w the cool murmurs of tlie breathing deep , 

No spreadmg ports their sacred arms extend , 

No mighty moles the big mtrusive storm, 

From the cahn station, roll resounding bacli. 

An almost total desolation sits, 

A dreary stillness, saddeumg o’er the coast , 

Where, -when soft suns and tepid -winters rose. 

Rejoicing crowds inhaled the balm of peace , ' 

Where citied hiU to hiU leflectcd blazed , 

And where, with Ceres, Bacchus wont to hold 
A gemal strife. Her youthful form, robust. 

E’en Nature yields, by fire and earthquake rent , 

Whole stately cities m the dark abrupt 
SwaUow’d at once, or -vile in rubbish laid, . 

A nest for serpents , from the red abyss 
New hills, explosive, thro-wn, the Lucrmo hike 
A reedy pool , and all to Cuma’s t point, 

The sea recovtong his usurp’d domain, 

And pour’d triumphant o’er the buned dome' 

“ Hence, Britam, learn , my best establish’d, last, 
And more than Greece, or Rome, my steady reign , 

The land where, King and People equal bound 
By guardian laws, my fullest blessings flow , 

And where my jealous unsubmittmg sotd. 

The dread of tyrants I bums in every breast , 

All along this coast tlie ancient Uotnaua liivl tlioinvintcr- rcrrcoia , and 
MTcralpoimlona clUi-s stood.— T 
i A BenporL town of Cumpatila, 
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Leam Lence, if sucli tlic miserable fate 
Of an lieroic race, tbe masters once 
Of linman-ldnd, -what, when depnved of me, 

How griovons must be tbine ? m spite of climes, 
Whose sun-enliven’d ether wakes the soul 
To higher powers , m spite of happy soils, 

Tliat, but by labour's slightest aid unpell’d, 

With treasures teem to thy cold clime unlcnoyn , 
If there desponding fad the common arts, 

And sustenance of hfe, could hfe itself, 

Far less a thoughtless tyrant’s hollow pomp. 
Subsist with thee 1 agamst depressmg skies, 
dom’d to full-spread Oppression’s cloudy brow. 
How could thy spuits hold 1 where rigour find, 
Forced fnuts to tear from their unnative soil ? 

Or, storing every harvest m thy ports. 

To plough the dreadful all-producing wave ? ” 

Here paused the Goddess By the cause assured 
In trerabhng accents thus I moved my prayer 
“ Oh first, and most benevolent of powers ! 

Como from eternal splendours, here on earth, 
Against despotic pride, and rage, and lust, 

To shield mankind , to raise them to assert 
The native rights and honour of their race ; 

Teach me, thy lowest subject, but in zeal 
Yicldmg to none, the progress of thy reign, 

And with a strain from thee enrich the Muse. 

As thee alone she serves, her patron, thou 
And great luspirer be ! then will she joy. 

Though narrow Me her lol^ and private shade , 
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And when Iier venal voice bIig Tiarbors vile, 

Or to thy open, or thy secret, foes, 

May ne’er those sacred raptures touch her more, 

By slavish hearts unfelt ! and may her song 
Sink in oblivion "with the nameless crew 1 
Vermm of state 1 to thy o’erflowmg bgbt 
That owe their bemg, yet betray thy cause ” 

Then, condescending land, the heavenly Power 

Return’d “ What here, suggested by the scene, 

I sbght unfold, record and smg at home, 

In that bless’d isle, where (so we spints move) 
With one qmck effort of my will I am 
There Truth, unhcensed, walks , and dares accost 
E’en lungs themselves, the monarchs of the free 1 
Fix’d on my rock, there, an mdulgent race 
O’er Batons wield the sceptre of their choice , 

And there, to finish what his sires began, 

A Pnnee behold 1 for me who bums fmcere,, 

Een with a subject’s zeal He my great work 
Will parent-like sustain, and added give 
The touch the Graces and the Muses owe 


For Britain’s glory swells hiS pantmg breast , 

And ancient arts he emulous revolves , 

His pnde to let the smihng heart abroad. 

Through clouds of pomp, that but conceal the inan , - 
To please his pleasure , bounty his dehght , 

And all the soul of 'Titus dwells m him.” * 

Hail, glorious theme I but how, alas 1 shall verse. 
From the crude stores of mortal language drawn, 


* In aUurion to Goorgo HL 
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How ftunt nnd Icdioas, sing, wlint, piercing deep, 
Tlic Goddess flasli’d jit once upon my soml 
For, clear precision nil, the tongue of gods 
Ts Imnnony itself, to cicry car 
FunuliarFnoiTn, like light to every eye. 

Jlcantimc disclosing ages, ns she spoke, 

In long succession pour’d their empires forth , 

Scene after scone, the human drama spread , 

And still the embodied picture rose to sight 
O 17100 1 to whom the Muses ow'o their flame, 
Who hidd’at, beneath the pole, Parnassus use, 

And Hippocrenb floiv , \nth tliy hold ease, 

The sinking force, the lightning of thy thought, 

And thy strong phrase, that roUs profound and cleai , 
Oh, gracious Goddess ! roinspire my song, 

While I, to nobler than poetic fame 
Aspiring, thy couiiiiands to lintons oear 
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CosTrars, — Llborlj traced from tlio piitonl ftges, and Iho first uniting o( 
nclglibouring fanillloa Into civil govcmini.iit — Tlioccrcral cstnlitl^luuenM 
of Liberty, In Egjpt. rorslo, Phoonlcln, Polcstlno, sllthlly loncbed upon 
down to lior great cslabllabmont In Greece— Gcograpblcnl deseiipllon of 
Greece — Sparta and AtUcn« the two principal states of Greece, described 
— Influence of Liberty over all tlio Orcoinn rlntes , v lUi rcgnnl to tlielr 
Government, tbolr rolltoness, Ibcir Virtues Ibclr Arts, and Scjcncei— 
The vast gupcriorxty It gave them. In point of force and ‘bmt'Lr} , over tbo 
Porslann, cseropllflcd by the action of Tbcrmopylro, (bo battle of >Iora 
tbon, and the retreat of the Ten Tbousand — Its full exertion and rtost 
beautiful effects In Athens — Lilrcrty the fourco of free I’bilasophy — ^Tlte 
various schools which tool their rise from Socrates — riuimcratlen of Fine 
Arts, Eloquence Peo'rj , Music, Sculpture, Painting and Arcliittcturo, 
the effeots of Lllrcrty In Greece, and brought to tlio utmost porfcellon 
there— Transition to tho modom state of Greece — VTIiy Liberty declined, 
and was at last cntlroly lost among tho Grcolcs— Concluding Metlecliona. 

Thus spoke the Goddess of tlio fcnrlcss oj o , 

And at her voice, renew’d, tho Vision rose 
“Eirst, in tho dawn of time, nnth castoiu swamn, 

In Avoods, and tents, and cottages, I lived , 

^Vhile on from plain to plam they led their flocki, 

In search of clearer spnug, and fresher field. 

These, as increasmg families disclosed 
The tender state, I taught an equal sway. 

Few were ofi’encea, properties, and laws 
Beneath the rural portal, p,alm o’orspread, 
riio father senate met There Justice dcalt^ 

With reason then and equity the Emmc, 
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Free as the conimon air, her prompt decree , 

Nor yet had stain’d her sword ivith subjects’ blood. 
The simpler arts were all their simple wants 
Had urged to hght But instant, these supplied 
Another set of ^fonder wants arosi^ 

And other aits with them of finer aim. 

Till, from refining want to want impel L’cl, 

The mind by thmkmg push’d her latent powers. 
And hfe began to glow, and arts to shme 
“ At first, on brutes alone the rustic war 
Launch’d the rude spear, swift, as he glared along, 
On the grim bon, or the robber wolf 
For then young sportive life was void of tod, 
Demanding httle, and with little pleased. 

But when to manhood grown, and endless joys. 

Led on by equal tods, the bosom filed. 

Lewd lazy rapine broke primeval peace. 

And, hid in caves aud idle forests drear. 

From the lone pdgnm, and the wandermg swam. 
Seized what he dm'st not earn Then biotheds blooil 
First, homd, smoked on the polluted, skies. 

Awful m justice, then the burmng youth, 

Led by their temper’d sires, on lawless men, 

The last worst monsters of the shaggy wood. 

Turn’d the keen arrow, and the sharpen’d spear 
Then war grew glonous Heroes then arose , 

Who, scormug coward self, for others hved, 

Tod’d for their ease, and for them safety bled. 

West, with the hving day, to Greece I came 
Earth smded beneath my beam , the Muse before 
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Sonorous flew, that low tiU then in woods 

Had tnned the reed, and sigh’d the shepherd’s pain , 

But now, to sing heroic deeds, she swell’d 
A nobler note,* and bade the banquet bum 
“ For Greece my sons of Egypt I forsook, 

A boastful race, that m the vam abyss 
Of fabhng ages loved to lose them source, 

And with them nver traced it from the skies 
\VhiIe there my laws alone despotic reign’d. 

And king, as u ell as people, proud obey’d , 

I taught them science, virtue, wisdom, arts , 

By poets, sages, legislators sought , 

The school of pohsh’d Me, and human-kmd 
But when mystenous Superstition came. 

And, with her Civil Sister t leagued, involved 
In studied darkness the despondmg mmd , 

Then Tjmant Pon er the righteous scourge unloosed 
For yielded reason speaks the soul a slave 
Instead of useful works, hke nature’s, — great, 
Euormous, cruel wonders crush’d the land , 

And round a tyrant’s tomb, $ who none deserved. 

For one vile carcass perish’d countless lives 
Then the great Dragon § couch’d amid Ms floods, 
Swell’d his fierce heart, and cned, ‘ This flood is mii’C, ” 
lis I that bid it flow ’ But, undeceived. 

His frenzy soon the proud blasphemer felt , 

'Felt that, without my fertilismg power. 

Suns lost them force, and Niles o’erflow’d in vara 


* Homer 

’ TUo Pyramids,— T 


t CivU tyranny — T 
5 Tho tyrauta o5 Egypt — 
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Nouglit could retard me nor tlie fnigal state 
Of nsmg Persia, sober lu extreme, 

Beyond tbe pitch of man, and thence reversed 
Into luxurious waste , nor yet the porte 
Of old Phoenicia, first for letters famed, 

That paint the voice, and silent speak to sight. 

Of arts prime source, and guardian ! by fiur stars. 
First tempted out into the lonely deep , 

To whom I first disclosed mechamc arts. 

The winds to conquer, to subdue the waves, 

With all the peaceful power of nihng trade, 
Earnest of Britain. Nor by these retam’d , 

Nor by the neighbourmg land, whose palmy shore 
The silver Jordan laves Before me lay 
The promised Land of Arts, and urged my flight 
“ jSail, Nature’s utmost boast! nnnvall’d Greece > 
My fairest reign 1 where every power bemgn 
Conspired to blow the flower of human kmd, 

And lavish’d all that gemus can inspire 
Clear sunny chmates, by the breezy mam, 
loman or .iEgean, temper’d land, 

Light, airy soils , a country nch, and gay , 

Broke mto hills with balmy odours crown’d, 

And, bnght with purple harvest, joyous vales, 
Mountams, and streams, where verse spontaneous 
flow’d. 

Whence deem’d by wondcrmg men the seat of gods, 
And still the mountams and the streams of song, 

All that boon Nature could Inxunant pour 
Of high materials, and my restless Arts 
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Frame luto fiiHsli’d life How many states, 

And clnstermg towns, and monnments of fame, 
And scenes of glorious deeds, in little bounds — 
From tbo rough tract of bendmg mountains, beat 
By Adna’s here, there by Aegean waves , 

To wheic the deep adorning Cythide Isles 
In shining prospect rise, and on the shore 
Of farthest Crete resounds the Libyan main 
“ O’er aU two rival cities i ear’d the brow , 

And bahmeed all Spread on Eurotas* banlc. 

Amid a circle of soft rising lulls, 

The patient Sparta one , the sober, haiJ, 

And man-subduing city , which no shape 
Of pain could conquer, nor of pleasure chaim 
Lycurgus there bmlt, on the sohd base 
Of equal life, so weU. a temper’d state , 

Where mix’d each government, in such just poise , 
Each power so checking, and supportmg each , 
That firm for ages, and unmoved, it stood. 

The fort of Greece I without one giddy hour, 

One shock of faction, or of jiarty raga 
For, drain’d the spimgs of wealth. Corruption 
there 

Lay vither’ d at the root Thnce happy land 1 ^ 
Had not neglected art, with weedy vice 
Confounded, sunk. But if Athenian arts 
Xioved not the sod , yet there the calm abode 
Of wisdom, virtue, plulosophic ease. 

Of manly sense and wit, m frugal phrase 
Coufined, and press’d into Laconic force. 
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Tlioro too, by rooting tbence still tieacherous self, 
Tlie Public and the Private grew tlie same. 

The cliildrcn of the nursing Public all, 

And at its table fed , for tliat they toil’d, 

For that tliey lived entire, and even for that 
The tender mother urged her son to die 
“ Of softer genius, but not less intent 
To seize the palm of cmpiro, Athens rose 
TOiere, nith bnght marbles big and future poniii, 
Efynicttus'’ siircad, amid the scented sky, 

His tlijany treasures to the labounng bee, 

And to botanic hand the stores of health , 

Wrapt in a soul-altcnuating cbme. 

Between Ilissus and Ccplussusl- glow’d 
Tins luie of science, shedding sneeta divine, 

Of active arts, and ammated arms 
There, passionate for me, an easy-moved, 

A qmcic, rehned, a dohente, humane, 

Enhglitcn’d people reign’d Oft on the bnuk 
Of nun, hurried by the charm of speech, 

Inforcing hasty counsel immature. 

Totter’d the rash Democracy, unpoised. 

And by the rago devour’d, that Over tears 
A populace unequal, part too nch. 

And part or fierce ivith want, dr abject grown 
Solon at last, thoir imld restorer, rose. 

Allay’d the tempest, to the calm of laws 
Reduced the setthng whole, and, with the weight 


* A mounfato nenr AlhoDB — T 
)• In o risers, betwixt ^\lilcli Atbons was situated. — j' 
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Wlucli tlie two senates * to tlie public lent, 

As witli an anchor, fix’d tbo driving state. 

“ Nor was my forming care to those confined. 

For emulation through the whole I pour’d, 

Noble contention 1 who should most excel 
In government weU poised, adjusted best 
To public u eal , in countnes cultured high , 

In ornamented towns, where order reigns. 

Free social bfe, and polish’d manners fair , 

In exercise, and arms , arms only drawn 
For common Greece, to quell the Persian pnde , 

In moral science, and in graceful arts 
Hence, as for glory peacefully they strove, 

The prize grew greater, and the prize of all. 

By contest brighten’d, hence the radiant youth, 

Pour’d every beam , by generous pride inflamed, 

Felt every ardour bum their great reward 
The verdant wreatb,t which sounding PisaJ gave. 

“ Hence flounsh’d Greece , and hence a race of men, 
As gods by conscious future times adored 
In whom each vutue wore a Binding air, 

Each science shed o’er life a friendly bght. 

Each art was natuie Spartan valour hence, 

At the famed pass,§ firm ns an isthpius stood j 
And the whole eastern ocean, waving fai 

Tho Arcopogias, or Suprpmo Court of Judlcaturo, wliloli Bolon reformed 
nud improved tmdtho countU orPourHunared, Uy Wm InaUtutod In this 
MnnoU nU nCoirB of atnte mro doUberotod, before tiioy camo to bo voted In 
tlie Asiomlily of the pef'ple, T 

t Tbo prizo at tbo Olympic games was a wreatb of wild oUvu 

c mf vrboro Uio Olympic games wero colobrated. — 

t Tbo Straits of Thormopybe,— T 
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As oyo coxild dai fc its nsion, nobly check’d 
"While in extended battle, at the field 
Of hfarathon, my keen Athemans drove 
Bcfoie then ardent band a host of slaves 

“ Hence through the continent ten thousand Greeks 
Urged a retieat, \;hoso glory not the prime 
Of victoues can reach Deserts, in vain, 

Opposed their course , and hostile lauds, unknown , 
And deep rapacious floods, dire bank’d witli death , 
And mountains, m n hose jaws destruction gimn’d, 
Hunger, and toil , Armenian snows, and storms , 

And circluig mjTiads still of barbarous foes 
Greece m their view, and glory yet untouch’d, 

Their steady column pierced the scattering herds, 
"Which a whole empire pour’d , and held its way 
Triumphant, by the sago exalted Chief* 

Ihred and sustam’d Oh Lght and force of mind, 
Almost almighty in severe extremes I 
The sea at last from Colchian mountains seen, 
Kmd-hearted transport round their captams throw 
The soldiers’ fond embrace, o’erflow’d their eyes 
With tender floods, and loosed the general voice 
To cries resounding loud — ‘ The sea ! The sea ! ’ 

“ In Attic bounds hence heroes, sages, wits. 

Shone thick as stars, the milky way of Greece I 
And though gay wit, and pleasing grace was theirs, 

All the soft modes of elegance, and ease , 

Yet was not courage less, the patient touch 
Of toilmg art, and disquisition deep. 

* Xenophon 
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“ Sly spirit pours a vigour through the sou], 

The unfetter’d thought with eucigj^ inspires, 
Invincible in prta, lu the bright field / 

Of nobler Science, as in that of Arras 
Athenians thus not less intrepid burst , 

The bonds of tyrant darkness, than tliey spum’d 
The Persian chains , while through the city full 
Of mirthful quarrel and of witty wai. 

Incessant struggled taste, reCiung taste, 

And friendly free discussion, calling forth 
From the fau jewel Truth its latent raj’’ 

O’er all shone out the great Athenian Sage,* 

And Father of Phdosophy the sun, 

From whose white blaze emerged, each various sect 
Took vanous tints, but with diminish’d beam 
Tutor of Athens 1 he, in every street, 

Dealt priceless treasure goodness his debght, 
"Wisdom lus wealth, and glory his reward. 

Deep through the human heart, with playful art, 
His simple question stole , as into truth, 

And senous deeds, he smiled the laughing race - 
Taught moral happy life, whate’er can bless, 

Or grace mankmd , and wbat he taught he w.as. 
Compounded high, though plam, liis doctnne broke 
In different Schools the bold poetic phrase 
Of figured Plato , Xenophon’s pure strain, 

Like the clear brook that steals along the vale , 
Disaectmg truth, the Stngynte’st keen eye , 

The exalted StoiC pnde , the Cyme sneer , 

'BocmH'S— T t Aristotle 
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Tho slow consenting Acndenuc doubt , 

And, joining bliss to virtue, tbo glad easo 
Of Epicurus, seldom understood 
They, ever candid, reason still opposed 
To reason , and, since viitue was their aim, 

Each by sure practice tried to prove his way 
The best Tlien stood uutouch’d tho solid bane 
Of Liberty, the hberty of mind , 

For sj stems yet, and soul-onslaving creeds, 

Slept iiuth tho monsters of succeeding times 
Fiom pnestly darkness sprung tho enbghtemng arts 
Of fire, and swoid, and rage, and homd names 
“ 0 Greece 1 thou sapient nurse of finer arts ' 

Which to bright science bloommg fancy bore , 

Be this thy praise, that thon, and thou alone, 

In these hast led the way, in these excell’d, 

Crown’d with the laurel of assentmg Time 
“In thy full language, speaking mighty things, 

' Like a clear torrent close, or else diffused 
A broad majestic stream, and rolling on 
Through all the winding harmony of sound 
In it tho power of Eloquence, at largo. 

Breathed tho persuasive or pathetic soul, 

Stdl’d by degrees the democratic storm 
Or bade it threatemng nse, and tyrants shook, 

Flush’d at tho head of their victorious troops, 

In it the Muse, her fury never quench’d. 

By mean unyieldmg phrase , or jarring sound, 

' Her unconfined divinity display’d. 

And, stiU harmonious, form’d it to her will, 
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Or soft depress’d it to tlio slicplicrd’s mom, 

Or raised it sm ellmg to the tongue of gods. 

“Heioic song was thine, the I'oiintain Bard,* 
"Whence each poetic stream derives its course 
Thine the dread moral scene, thy chief delight 1 
"Where idle Fancy duist not mix her voice, 

"When Bcason spoke august , the fervent lieart 
Or plain’d, or storm’d , and in the impassion’d man, 
Concealing art with art, the poet sunk 
This potent school of manners, but vhen loft 
To loose neglect, a land-corrupting plague. 

Was not unworthy deem’d of pubhc care. 

And boundless cost, by thee , vhose every son. 

E’en last mechanic, the true taste possess’d 
Of what had flavour to the nourish’d souk 
“The sweet enforcer of the poet’s strain. 

Thine was the meaning music of the heart 
Not the vain tiill, that, void of passion, runs 
In giddy mazes, tickling idle ears , 

But that deep-searclung voice, and artful hand, 

To which respondent shakes the vaiied soul 
“ Thy fair ideas, thy delightful forms. 

By Love imagined, by the Graces touch’d. 

The boast of well pleased Nature ! Sculpture seized, 
And bade them ever smile in Paiian stone. 

Selecting Beaut 5 r’s choice, and that again 
Exaltmg, blending m a perfect whole, 

Thy workmen left e’en Nature’s self behind 
From those far different, whoso prohfic hand 

• Homor — T 
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Peoples a nation , they for years on years, 

By the cool touches of judicious toil, 

Their rapid genius cuihing, pour’d it aU 
Through the live features of one breathing stoua 
There, banning full, it shone , expressing gods 
Jove’s awful brow, Apollo’s air divine. 

The fierce atrocious frown of sinew’d Mars, 

Or the sly graces of the Cyprian Queen , 

Minutely perfect all 1 Each dunple sunk, 

And every muscle sweU’d, as nature taught. 

In tresses, braided gay, the marble waved , 

Flow’d in loose robes, or thin transparent veils , 
Sprung mto motion , soften’d mto flesh , 

Was fired to passion, or refined to soul 
“Nor less thy pencil, with creative touch, 

Shed mmuc life, when aU thy brightest dimes, 
Assembled, ZeuxiB m his Helen mix’d 
And when Apelles, who pecuhar knew 
To give a grace that more than mortal smiled, 

The soul of beauty ! call’d the Queen of Love, 

Fresh from the billows, blushing orient charms 
Een such enchantment then thy pencil poui’d. 

That cruehthoughted War the impatient torch 
Dash’d to the ground , and, rather than destroy 
The patnot picture,* let the city scape 
“First elder Sculpture taught her sister art 
Correct design, where great ideas shone, 

« IVlien Demctriiia boslcgod EUodes, nnd could ha^ o reduced tlio city, by 
sotting fire to that quarter of it -srhoro stood tho bouso of tbo odobratod 
Protogones , lio cboso ratbor to raise tbo doge, tluui hazard tbo burning of a 
lamous plctwe called Jnsylus, tbo masterpiece of that painter — T 
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And in the sccicfc trace c\prcssion spohe , 

Taught her the graceful attitude , the turn, 

And beauteous airs of head , the intno act, 

Or bold, or easy , and, cast free belund, 

The su clling mantle’s well-adjnstcd flou’’ 

Tlien the bright Muse, their eldest sister, came, 

Aud bade her follois ulioro she led the vray , 

Bade earth, and sea, and air, in colonra rise, 

And copious action on the cam as glou , 

Gave her gay Fable , spread Invention’s store , 
Enlarged her view , taught Composition high. 

And just Arrangement, circbng round one point, 

That starts to sight, bind'’, and commands the a\holc , 
Caught from the heavenly lluse a nobler mm, 

And scorning the soft trade of mere dcbgbt, 

O’er aU tby temples, porticos, and schools, 

Heroic deeds she traced, and warm display’d 
Each moral beauty to the ravish’d eye. 

There, as the imagined presence of the god 
Aroused the mind, or vacant hours luduccd 
Calm contemplation, or assembled youth 
Bum’d m ambitious circle round the sago. 

The livmg lesson stole into tbo lieart, 

With more prevading force than du ells in worda 
Tliese rouse to glory , while, to rural life, 

The softer canvas oft reposed the soul 
There gaily hrohe the sun-illunuued cloud j 
The lessening prospect, and the mountain bins, 
Vanish’d m air , the precipice frown’d dire , 

White, down the roclc. the rushing tarrent dash’a , 
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llie Eun sliouo, ticinbling, o’er tlie distant mam , 
The tempest foam’d, immeuso j tlic driving storm 
Sadden’d tl\c slues, and, from tlio doubling gloom, 
On tlio scathed oalr tbo ingged bglitnmg fell , 

In closing shades, and 'wbere the current strays, 
Witli Peace, and Love, and Linoceuco around, 
Piped tlie lono shepherd to lus feeding flock , 
Round liappy parents smiled then younger selves 
And friends conversed, by death (bvided long 

“ To public virtue thus the smiling arts, 
Unblemish’d handmaids, served, the Graces they 
To dress this fairest Venus Thus revered. 

And placed beyond the leach of sordid care, 

Tlic high an ardors of immortal fame, 

Alone for glory thy groat masters strove 
Courted by kmgs, and by conteudmg states 
Assumed the boasted honour of their birth. 

“ In Architecturo too thy rank supreme ' 

TJiat art where most magnificent appears 
Tlio little builder man , by thee refined. 

And, smiling high, to full perfectiou brought 
Such thy sure rules, that Goths of every age, 

Wlio scorn’d their aid, havo only loaded earth 
With labour’d, heavy monuments of shnmo 
Not those ga}’’ domes that o’er thy splendid shore 
Shot, all proportion, up Pirst uiiadorn’ d. 

And nobly plam, the manly Doric rose , 

The Ionic then, with decent matron grace, 

Her airy pillar heaved , luvunant last. 

The rich Connthinii spread hci wanton meath 
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The whole so measured tiue, so lessen’d ofl 
By fine proportion, that -the marble pile. 

Form’d to repel the stdl or stormy waste 
Of roUmg ages, bght ns fabrics look’d 
That from the magic wand aerial nse. _ 

“ These were the wonders that illumined Greece, 
From end to end” — Here interruptmg warm, 

“ Where are they now 1 ” I cned, “ say, goddess, whei'e 
And what the land, thy dnrimg thus of old 1 ” 

“ Sunk ! ” she resumed, “ deep in the landred gloou 
Of Superstition, and of Slavery, sunk ! * 

No glory now can touch their licarts, benumb’d 
By loose dejected sloth and servile fear. 

No science picice the darkness of their minds' 

No nobler art the qmck ambitious soul 
Of imitation m their breast awake 
E’en to supply the needful arts of life, 

Mcchauic tod demes the liopeless hauik 
Scarce any trace remaining, vestige gray, 

Or nodding column, on the desert shoie, 

To point where Corinth, or wheie Athens stood 
A faithless land of violence, and death ! 

Where commerce paileys, dubious, on the shoic , 
And his wdd impulse, cmious seaich lestiains, 
Afraid to trust the inhospitable clune. , 

Neglected nature fads , m sordid want 
Sunk, and debased, their heauty beams no more. 

The sun lumself seems, angry, to regard. 

Of bght unu orthy, the degenerate race , 

And fires them oft with peotdential raj’s , 
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WJiilo cartL, blue poisob Bteaining on tho ekics, 
Indignant, shakes them from her troubled sides. 

But ns from man to man, Fate’s first decree, 

Impartial Death tho tide of riches rolls, 

So states must die, and Liberty go round, 

“ Fierce avas tho stand, ero Virtue, Valour, Arts, 

And tho soul fired by mo (that often, stung 
With thoughts of better times and old renonn. 

From hydra-t}Tant3 tned to clear tho land) 

Lay quite extinct m Greece, their avorks effaced. 

And gross o’er all unfeeling bondage spread. 

{Sooner I moacd mv much reluctant flight, 

]'’oiscd on tho doubtful aving , avhen Greece anth Greece 
Embroil’d m foul contention fought no more 
For common glory, and for common aveal. 

But, false to Freedom, sought to quell the free , 

Broke tho firm band of Peace, and sacred Loa^e, 

That lent tho avholo irrefragablo force , 

And, as around the partial tiophy blush’d, 

Prepared the avay for total overthrow 

Then to the Persian power, avhose pndo they scorn’d. 

When Xerxes pour’d lus millions o’er the land, 

Sparta, by^turus, and Athens, vilely sued , 

Sued to bo venal parncides, to spdl 
Their coimtry’a bravest blood, and on themselves 
To turn their matchless mercenary arma 
Peaceful m Susa, then, sat the Great Kmg , * 

And by the tnck of treaties, tho stdl waste 
Of sly corruption, and barbaric gold, 

•• Bo Ibo Uuffs of rcrtda were calitti by Ibo Grooks — T 
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Effected wliat lus steel cordd ne’er perform 
Profuse lie gave them the lusnnous draught, 

Inflaming all the land , unbalanced wide 
Their tottering states , their wild assemblies ruieo. 

As the ivinds turn at evety blast the seas , 

And by their listed orators, whose breath 
Still with a factions storm infested Greece, 

Housed them to civil war, or dash’d them down 
To sordid peace — Peace ! * that, when Sparta shook 
Astonish’d Artaxerxes on his throne. 

Gave up, fair-spread o’er Asia’^s sunny shore, 

Their kmdred cities to perpetual chains 
What could so base, so infamous a thought 
In Spartan hearts inspire ? Jealous, they saw 
Eespinng Athens t rear agam her walls 
And the pale fury fired them, once agam 
To crush this rival city to the dust 
For now no more the noble social soul 
Of Liberty my families combined , 

But by short views, and selfish passions, broke 
Dire as when fnends are rankled! into foes, 

They mixed severe, and waged eternal war , 

Nor felt they, furious, their exliausted force , 

Nor, with false glory, discord, madness blmd," 

Saw how the blackenmg storm from Thrncia came 

Tho pcaco made by Anfcalcldas, tlio Eacedomonian admiral, witU Uie 
Persians , by wblch tho Lacedomonlana abandoned aU tho Greeks estubllshcd 
In tho lessor Asia, to tho domiulon of tho King of Persia.— T 
t Athens had been dismantled by tho Lacedemonians at the end of tlio 
first Poloponncslan tvar, and 'was at this time rfesthrod by Conon to its former 
S|>lendonr — T 

t Rankle, a verb neuter, Is here omployod In an aohve sonsa 
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Long^ 50*1X3 roll'd on,*" bx many a battle stain’d, 
'lltc blush nml boaKt of Fame 1 tibcrc courage, art, 
ilml mihlarj glorj' shone su]tromc 
But let detesting ages, from the scene 
Of Greece sclf-nnnglcd, turn the sichciuiig 05 c 
At last, v.ben bleeding from a lliousand noiuids, 
She felt her spmts fad , and in the dust 
Her latest heroes, Kim?, Conon, lay, 

Ago<=^dnu 3 , and the Tiieban fnciids f 
Tiio jrnrcdonian vidturc mark’d bis time, 

By the dire scent of ClicronfonJ lured, 

And, fierce descending, scircd Ins bnploss prey 
“Thus tame snbnnttcd to the Motor’s joke 
Greece, once the gaj, the turbulent, the bold, 

For cicry grace, and muse, and ecitnco bom, 

With arts of War, of Goicrnmciit, elate; 

To tjnnts dreadful, dreadful to Ibcbcst, 

Whom I mjsclf could scarcely rule • and thus 
’llic Persian fotlera, that enthrall’d the mind, 

Were turn’d to foniial and apparent chains 
“Uiilt.es Comiplion first deject the pride, 

And guardian vigour of the free born soul, 

Ail crude attempts of Violence are v.am , 

For firm iiitlun, and Vibilo at heart untoucli d 
Ke’er yet by Force vias Ficcdom overcome 
But soon ns Independence stoops the bend. 


* Tlio rfilojwnnMlan var — T 
1 rcIoiitdajBTidrp'iinlnondai— T 

} Ttio tetUa orOUoromua, In tvlilch I’l.lllp of Macodon nttcrly dofeatod tiv 
Oreclji — T 
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To Vice enslaved, and vice-created Tvants, 

Then to some foul corrupting hand, whose waste 
These heighten’d wants with fatal bounty feeds, 
Vrom man to man the slackening rmn runs, 

Till the whole state unjiervcd in Slavery smks’ 



PART 111 

ROME 

Co\TEsm — Ah this part contains a description of th9 cstnhllshniont oi 
Liberty In Homo, It begins rvitli ft view of the Grecian Colonics settled 
In the soutlicm parts of Italy, which with Sicily constituted tlio Great 
Grocco of the Ancients — ^TVIth thoso colonies, the Spirit of Lfbcrt\, and 
of Boiiubllcs, spreads over Italy — Tmnsltion to Pjtliagoms and bis 
philosophy, which ho taught throngli those free slates and cities — 
Amidst the many small Hopubllcs in Italy, Pome tho destined seat of 
Liberty — Her cafabllshnicnt there dated from tho o\pulslon of tho 
Tartiulns — How dllforlng from that In Greece — riofcrouco to a view of 
thoHoinon Republic gl\ cn In tho First Part of this Poem to mark Its 
Rise and Fall tho iKOuliar purport of this — During its first ages, tho 
greatest foreo of LIherty and Virtue exerted— Tho soiii'ce whence derived 
tho ncrolo Virtues of tho Romans — Enumeration of these Virtues — 
Thence their security at homo , their glory, success, and empire ahimd— 
Bounds of tho Roman empire geographically dcscrlbeU— Tho states of 
Grceco restored to Liberty by Titus Quintus Flamhilus, tho highest 
instance of public generosity and bcnoDouico — TIio loss of Uhta-ty in 
Rome — Its causes, progress, and completion in tho death of Brutus — 
Romo under tho emperors— From Romo tho Goddess of Liberty goes 
among tho L'ortheru Rations, whore, by Infnslng into them her Spirit 
and general principles, she lays the groundwork of her future establish 
ments, sends them In Tongcaiico on tho Roman empire, now totally 
enslaved and then, with Arts and Sciences In her train, quits earth 
during tho darl ages — Tlio colcsilal regions, to which Liberty retired, 
not proper to ho opened to tho vlow ofmorlals. 

Herb melting imx’d witli nu tlie ideal forma 
Tliat painted still ivhate’er tlie goddess sung 
Then I, impatient — “From cxtmgiusli’d Greece, 

To wliat new Togion stream’d tlie Human Day V 
She softly sighing, as ivhen Zephyr leaves, 

Resign’d to Boreas, the dechnmg year. 
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Eesumed. — “ Indignanfe, tliese last scenes I fled ,■** 
And long ere then, Leucadia’s t cloudy clifij 
And the Ceraiuuan hillsj behind me thrown, 

All Latimn stood aroused. Ages before, 

Great mother of republics ! Greece had poured, 
Swarm after swarm, her ardent youth around 
On Asia, Ainc, Sicily, they stoop’d, 

But chief on fair Hespena’s wmdmg shore ^ 

Where, from Lacinium§ to Etrunan vales. 

They roll’d mcreasmg colomes along, ' 

And lent materials for my Roman reign 

With them my spint spread , and numerous states. 

And cities rose, on Grecian models form’d. 

As its parental policy and arts 

Each had imbibed. Besides, to each assign’d, 

A guardian Gemus o’ei the pubhc weal. 

Kept an unclosmg eye , tned to sustain, 

Or more sublune, the soul infused by me 
And strong the battle rose, with vaiious wa^ e, 
Agamst the tyrant demons of the land. 

Thus they their httle wars and tnumphs knew, 
Their flows of fortune, and recedmg times, 

But almost all below the proud regard 
Of story vow’d to Rome, on deeds intent 
Tlut 'Iruth beyond the flight of Eable bora 
“Not so the Samian sago,jl to him belongs 

* me iMt struggles of LnxSrty In Grecca-T 

+ Island In the Ionian Bea. 

t Mountains ofEiiirus and myria. 

5 ApromontorvlnCalabna.— T 

0 Pythagoras 
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The bnghtcsfc -nitncss of recording Fame 
For these free states his native isle’’^ forsook, 

And a vam tyrant’s transitory smile, 

He sought Crotona’s pure salubnous air. 

And through Great Greecet his gentle -wisdom taught , 
Wisdom that calm’d for hstenmg yearsj the nuud, 

ITor ever heard amid the storm of zed 
mental eye first launch’d into the deeps 
Of boundless ether , where unnumber’d orbs. 

Myriads on myriads, through the pathless sky 
TJnerrmg roll, and -wind their steady way 
There he the full consentmg choir beheld , 

There first discern’d the secret band of love, 

The kind attraction, that to central suns 
Binds circling earths, and world with world unites. 
Instructed thence, he great ideas form’d 
Of the wholo-movmg, all-informing God, 

The Sun of bemgs < bcanung unconfined 
Light, life, and love, and ever active power. 

Whom nought can image, and who best approves 
The silent worship of the moral heart. 

That joys in bounteous Heaven, and spreads the joy 
Nor scorn’d the soanng sage to stoop to hfe, 

And bound his reason to the sphere of man 
He gave the four yet roignmg virtues § name , 

Inspired the study of the finer arts, 

* Samos, over vrUcli then reigned tbo tyrant Polycmtos — T 
t The Bouthom jrarta of Italy and Sicily, bo called hccauBO of tho Grecian 
colonics thoro etttlcd, — 

t ttih scholars were enjoined sllcnco for Uvo yearg — T 
5 Tho four cardinal virtues — T 
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Tliat civilise mankind, and la-yvB devised 
Wliere ivitli enlighten’d justice mercy mix’d. 

He e’en, mto his tender system, took 
Whatever shares the brotherhood of Me 
He taught that Me’s indissoluble flame, ' 

From brute to man, and man to brute again. 

For ever shiftmg, runs the eternal round , 

Thence tried against the blood-poUuted meal, 
And limbs yet quivering with some kindred soul, 
To turn the human heart Debghtfnl truth ’ 
Had he beheld the bving chain ascend, 

And not a circhng form, but nsmg •whole. 

“ Amid these small republics one arose 
On yellow Tiber’s bank, almighty Rome, 

Fated for me A nobler spirit "warm’d 
Her sons , and, roused by tyrants, nobler still 
It burn’d in Brutus , the proud Tarquins chased. 
With all their crimes , bade radiant eras rise, 
And the long honours of the Consul hne 
“ Here from the fairer, not the greater, phin 
Of Greece I varied , whose unmixing states. 

By the keen soul of emulation pierced. 

Long waged alone the bloodless war of arts, 

And their best empire gamed But to difiuse 
0 or men an empire was my purpose now 
To let my martial majesty abroad , 

Into the vortex of one state to draw ' ^ 

^e whole miif d force, and hberty, on earth , 
o^couquer tjuants, and set nations free 
Already haie I given, with flying touch. 
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A broken view of tins my nmplest reign 
Now, while ils first, last, periods you suncy, 

Mark liow it labouring rose, and rapid fell. 

“ When Eomo in neon tide empire grasp’d the w oi Id, 
And, soon ns her resistless legions shone, 

The nations stoop’d around, though then appeal’d 
Her grandeur most, yet in hci dawn of powei. 

By maiiv a jealous equal people press’d. 

Then was the tod, the mighty struggle then , 

TJion for each Boman I a hero told , 

And every passing sun, and Latian scene, 

Saa\ jintnot virtues then, and awful deeds, 

Tliat or surpass the faith of modern tunes. 

Or, if believed, with sacred horror strike 

“ For then, to proa e my most exalted pow cr, 

I to tlio point of full perfection push’d, 

To fondness and cutliusmstic zeal. 

The great, the reigning passion of the free. 

That godhke passion 1 which, the bounds of self 
Divinely bursting, the whole pnbhc takes 
Into the heart, enlarged, and burning high 
Witli the mix’d ardour of unuuniber’d selves , 

Of all who safe beneath the voted laws 
Of the same parent state, fraternal, hve 
From this land sun of moral imtnro flow’d 
Virtues, that shine the light of Jiumankmd, 

And, ray’d through story, warm lemotest tunc 
These virtues too, reflected to their source, 

Increased its flame Ihe social charm w'cnt round, 

The fair idea, more attractive still, 
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As inoro by virbuo marlv’d ^ till Eoinaiis, all 
One band of fnends, iinconqucinblc grew. 

“HencCj wben their country raised her plaintive a oica 
The voice of pleading Eature v:as not beard , 

And m their hearts the fathers throbb’d no more ; ? 

Stem to themselves, but gentle to the whole 
Hence sweeten’d Pnin, the luxury of toil 5 
Patience, that baffled fortune’s utmost rage ", 
High-minded Hope, which at the lowest ebb, 

When Brennus conquer’d, and when Ganna? bled, 

The bravest impulse felt, and scorn’d despair 
Hence Moderation a new conquest gam’d , 

As on the vanquish’d, hko descending heaven, 

Their dewy mercy dropp’d, the bounty hcain’d, 

And by tbe labonnng hand were crowns bestou’d 
PruitM of men, hence hard laborious hfe, 

^Tudi no fatigue can quell, no season pierce 
Hence, Independence, with his httlo pleased, 

Serene, and self sufficiout, like a' god , 

In whom Corruption could not lodge one charm, 

Whole he his honest roots to gold preferPd, 

While truly nch, and by his Sabme field, 

The man mamtam’d, the Homan’s splendour all 
Was in the pubhc wealth and glory placed , 

Or ready, a rough swain, to gmde the plough . 

Or else, the purple o’er his shoulder thrown. 

In long majestic flow, to rule the state, 

With. Wisdom’s purest eyo , or, clad in steel, 

To drive the steady battle on the foe. 

Hence every passion, e’en the proudest, stoop’d , 
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To common good CimiUus, thy rc\ enge , * 

Tlij’’ glory, l''ftbius. t All submissive hence. 

Consuls, Diotntors, still resign’d their rule, 

The very moment that the Laws ordain’d. 

Though Cont^uest o’er them clapp’d her eagle wings, 
Ilor laurels ■uTcath’d, and yoked her snowy steeds 
To the tnumphal c.ar , soon as e'qnrcd 
Tlic latest hoar of swa}’', taught to submit, 

(A hmder lesson that than to command,) 

Into the private Homan sunk the chief 
If Home was served, and glonous, careless they 
By whom Tlicir countr>'’s fame they deem’d their o\, n , 
And above envy, m a rival’s train, 

Sung the loud los by themselves deserved. 

Hence matchless courage On Cremera’s bank, 

Ilcncc fell the Fabu hence the Dccii died. 

And Curtius plunged into the flammg gulf. 

Hence Hcgulns the wavering fathers firm’d, 

Bi' dreadful counsel never given before, 

For Homan honour sued, and Ins own doom. 

Herco ho sustain’d to dare a death prepared 
By Punic rage On earth his manly look 
Eelentless fix’d, he from a last embrace, 

By chains polluted, put his mfe aside, 

His little children chmbing for a kiss , 

TJmn dumb through rows of w'cepmg, w onderuig friends, 


* vJatnlllua, "rVio saved Ibo city, notvrlthEtanding tUat ho lisxl been exile I 
i Qulntua Fnbltui JlaxlmUR, who fought and oonquoroJ tbo Stitunltea 
no’'iliist tbo orders of tbo Dictator Ho waa condemned to death for brenoU o) 
dlxclplino, bnlvafl rontmcd by llio soldiers, 
t Calu# riavlus and Lucius V irglnlus 
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A new lUnstnous exile ! press’d along 
Nor less impatient did lie pierce tlie croi\ ds 
Opposmg Ins retam, than if, escaped 
Prom long ktigious smts, lie glad forsook 
The noisy town a while, and city cloud, 

To breathe Yenafnan, or Tarentine air 
Need I these high particulars recount ? 

The meanest bosom felt a thirst for fame , 

Phght their worst death, and shame their only fear 
Life had no charms, nor any terrors fate, 

.When Rome and glory call’d. But, m one view, 
Mark the rare boast of these unequaU’d times. 

Ages revolved unsulhed by a cnme , 

Astrea reign’d, and scarcely needed laws 
To bmd a race elated with the pnde 
Of virtue, and disdammg to descend 
To meanness, mutual violence, und wrongs 
While war around them raged, m happy Rome 
All peaceful smiled, all save the passmg clouds 
That often hang on Preedom’s jealous brow , ■ 

And fair unblemish’d centuries elapsed, 

When not a Roman bled but in the field. 

Them virtue such, that an unbalanced state, 

Stdl between Noble and Plebeian tost, 

As flow’ d the wave of fluctuatmg power. 

Was then kept firm, and with triumphant prow 
Rode out the storms. Oft though the native feuds, 
That from the first their constitution shook 
(A latent rum, growmg as it grew,) 

Stood on the threatemng pomt of civil war 
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Ecndy to rusli yet coiild tlao lenient voice 
Of nisdom, sootliing the tumultuous soul, 

Tliosc sons of virtue calm Tlieir generous hearts 
Umictrified by self, so naked lay 
And sensible to Truth, that o’er the rage 
Of giddy faction, by oppression snell’d, 

Prci ail’d a simple fable,* and at once 
To peace recover’d the dmded state. 

But if tbcir often cbcitcd hopes refused 
The soothing touch , stzU, in tlio lovo of Eonio, 

The dread Dictator found a sure resource 
Was she assaulted? was her glory stain’d? 

One common quanol mdo inflamed the whole. 

Foes m the foiuni in the field ncro friends, 

By social danger hound , each bound for each, 

And for their dearest countrj' all, to dia 
‘^TTiub up the lull of empire slow they toil’d, 
Till, the bold summit gain’d, the thousand states 
Of proud Italia blended mto one, 

Then o’er the nations they resistless rush’d, 

And fondl’d the limits of the failing world 
“Let Fancy’s eye the distant hncs unite 
See that which borders wild the western mam, 
■Where storms at largo resound, and tides immense , 
From Caledonia’s dim cerulean coast, 

And moist Hibcrmn, to nhore Atlas, lodged 
Amid tbo restless clouds and leaning heaven. 

Hangs o’er the deep that borrows thence its name 
Haik that opposed, whore first the spnnging morn 
* TUo fnUo of TAt Selty anti tht Mcmhtft, 
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Her roses sheds, and oliakcs around Jicr dovre 
From the dire deserts by the Caapnn ]a^ ed, 

To -where tlie Tigris and Enplirates, join’d, 

Impetuous tear the Babylonian plain , 

And blcss’d Arabia * aromatic breathes 
Sec that dividing far tlio watery north, 

Parent of floods ! from the majestic Bhiiio, 

Dnuik by Batavian meads, to where, sc\cu mouth’d. 
In Euxme ivaves the flashing Danube roars, 

To where the frozen Tanais scarcclj' stirs 
The dead Mseotic pool, or the long Bhn,t 
In the black Sej thian seal his torrent throvs 
liist, that beneath the burning zone behold 
See where it runs, from the deep-loaded plains 
Of Mauntama to the Libyan sands, 

"Wliere Ammon § lifts amid the tomd waste 
A verdant isle, with shade and fountain fresh 
And further to the full Egi^itian shore, 

To where the Nile from Ethiopian clouds, 

His never-dram’d ethereal um, descends 
In this vast space what various tongues, and states 1 
What boimding rocks, and mountains, floods, and seas 
What purple tyrants quell’d, and nations freed ! , 

“ O’er Greece, descended chief, with stealth divine, 
ihe Roman bounty m a flood of day, 

^ at her Isthmian games, a fading pomp I 
Her fuU assembled youth innumerous swarm’d, 

• AiaWa PoUx. . 

t The Caspian Sea.— T ^ nndent name of tho Volgx— T 

i -•a . ..mpi. ,b, 
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Od a tnbunal raised, Flamimus sat 
A victor he, from the deeii phalanx pierced 
Of iron-coated Macedon, and back 
TJie Grecian tyrant * to his bounds repell’cL 
In the high thoughtless gaiety of game, 

While spoit alone their unambitious heaits 
Possess’d, the sudden trumpet, sounding hoarse, 

Bade silence o’er the bright assembly rcigii , 

Then thus a herald . — * To the states of Greece 
The Roman people, unconfined, restore 
Their countnes, cities, hberties, and laws , 

Taxes remit, and garrisons withdraw ’ 

The crowd astonish’d half, and half inform’d, 

Stared dubious round, some question’d, some exclaim’d 
(lake one who dreaimng, between hope and fear, 

Is lost in anxious joy,) ‘ Be that again. 

Bo that again proclaim’d, distmct, and loud.’ 

Loud, and distinct, it was agam proclaim’d , 

And stiU as midraght in the rural shade, 
lyhon the gale slumbers, they the words devom d 
A -while severe amusement held them mute, 

Then buThting broad, the boundless shout to Heaven 
For many a thousand hearts ecstatic sprung 
On every hand rebellow’d to their joy 
The swelhng sea, the rocks, and vocal hills , 

Through all her turrets stately Cormth shook , 

And, from the void above of shatter’d air. 

The flittmg bird fell breathless to the gromid 
■\Vhat piercmg bliss, how keen a sense of fame 

* TliOKlngrofJrftcodonl.'i.— T 
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Did then, Flamnnu'!, reach thy inmost soul I 
And with what deep felt glorj' didst thou then 
Escape the fondness of transported Greece ! 

Mut’d in a tempest of supenor joy, 

Tliey left the sports , like Bacchanals they flew, 

Each other straining in a stnet enihracc, 

Nor strain’d a slave , and loud acclauns till night 
Round the Proconsul’s tent repeated rung 
Then, croavn’d with garlands, came the festive hours 
And music, spaikling wine, and converse warm. 

Their raptures waked anew ' Yc gods <’ they cried, 

‘ Ye guardian gods of Greece ' and are n o free 1 
Was it not madness deem’d the very thought 1 
And fs it true 1 How did avc purchase chains 1 
At vhat a due ciqienso of londrcd blood? 

And are they now dissolved ? and scarce one drop 
For the fair first of blessings have wo paid ? 

Courage, and conduct, m the doubtful field, 

When rages wide the storm of minghng war, 

Are rare indeed , but how to generous ends 
To turn success, and conquest, rarer stiU . 

That the great gods and Romans only knou 
laves there on earth, almost to Greece unknown, ' 

A people so magnanimous, to qmt 
Their native soil, traverse the stormy deep, 

And by their blood and treasure, spent for us. 

Redeem our states, our liberties, and law s ! 

There does ' there does ! O saviour, Titus 1 Romo !’ 
Thus through the happy mght they pour’d their souls, 
And in my last reflected beams rejoiced 
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As ■wlicn tlie sliepherd, on tlie raountam brow, 

Sits piping to lus flocks and gamesome lads , 

Meant imo the sun, beneatli the green cartJi sunk, 
(Slants upward o’er the scene a parting gleam , 

Short IS the glorj’ that the mountam gilds, 

Plays on the glittenng floclcs, and glads tho suam. 
To western worlds irrevocable roll’d, 

Knpid, tho source of light recalls his ray ” 

Hero interposing I— “ Oh, Queen of men ! 
Beneatb wiioso sceptre in essential rights 
Equal they live, though placed for common 
good. 

Various, or in subjection, or command , 

And that by common choice, alas! the scene, 

With virtue, freedom, and with glory bright. 
Streams into blood, and darkens into woo ” 

Thus she pursued — “ Hear this great era, Rome 
Began to feel tho suift approach of fate, 

Tiiat now her vitals gain’d still more and more 
Her deep divisions lundliug into rage, 

And war with chains and desolation charged ^ 

Prom an unequal balance of her sons 

These fierce contentions siirung and, ns inci cased 

This hated inequality, more fierce 

They flamed to tumult Independcuco fail’d , 

Hero by luxunous wauls, bj ical there , 

And with this virtue every nrtue sunk, 

As, with the sliding rock, the pile sustain’d. 

A last attempt, too late, the Gracchi made, 

' Allndlnpr to tlio ■wars ofirnritis and Sjlln, and tlio Calilluo conspiracy 
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To fix the flying scale, and poise the state.* 

On one side swell’d anstocratic Pnde , 

With Usnry, the vdlain ' -whose fell gnpe 
Bends hy degrees to baseness the free soul , 

And Luxury rapacious, cruel, mean, 

Mother of vice I While on the other crept 
A populace m want, -with pleasure filed , 

Fit for proscnptions, for the darkest deeds, 

As the proud feeder hade , inconstant, bhnd. 

Deserting fnends at need, and duped hy foes j 
Loud and seditious, when a chief mspired 
Their headlong fury, but, of him deprived, 
iVlready slaves that hcfd the scourgmg hand 
“ This firm repubhc, that against the blast 
Of oppoation rose , that (hke an oak, 

Nursed on ferocious Algidnm,+ whose boughs 
Still stronger shoot beneath the ngid axe,) 

By loss, by shiughter, from the steel itself, 

E’en force and spirit drew , smit -with the calm. 

The dead serene of prosperous fortxme, pined 
Nought now her weighty legions could oppose , 

Het$ terror once, on Afnc’s ta-wny shore. 

Now smoked m dust, a stabhng now for wolves , 

And every dreaded power received the yoke 
Besides, destructive, from the conquer’d East, 

In the soft plunder came that worst of plagues. 

That pestilence of mmd, a fever’d thirst 

peopTc^'^'^ Calus Sompronlus GracdiuB, tribunes of tbs 

t A town oriaUnm, near Tnsculam —T f Cartbago —T 
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For tlio false joys uLicli Luxurj'- prepares 
(Jiworthyjojs ! tint ^^astcful leave beLind 
No mark of honour, in reflecting hour, 

No sccict ray to glad the conscious soul , 

At once involMugin one rum vrealth, 

And ivealth-acquinng powers , while stupid self. 
Of narrow gust, and hebetating sense. 

Devour tlic nobler faculties of bliss 
Hence Homan airtuo slacken’d into sloth , 
Security relax’d the softening state , 

And the broad eye of government lay closed. 

No more the laws inviolable reign’d, 

And pubhc weal no more but party raged , 

And partial poaver, and hccnco unrestrain’d, 

Let Discord through the dcatbful city loose 
First, mild Tibcnus,'*^ on thy sacred head 
Tiic futya vcugeance foil , the first, whoso bipod 
Had, since the cons\ils, stain’d contending Romo. 
Oh precedent pernicious 1 with thee bled 
Three hundred Romans, with thy brother, next, 
Three thousand more till, into battles turn’d 
Debates of peace, and forced the tremblmg laws, 
The Forum and Couutia horrid grew, 

A scene of barter’d power, or reeking gore. 

When, half-ashamed, Corniption’s thievish arts, 
And ruflian force begin to sap the mounds 
And majesty of laws , if not in time 
Rcpiess’d severe, for human md too strong ‘ 

Tlio torrent tums, and overbears the whole 

* Mborina Grncclins — T 
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“Thus Luxury, Dissension, a mix’d rage 
Of boundless pleasure and of boundless ivealth, 
Want-wishing change, and wastc-rcpainng war, 
Eapme for ever lost to peaceftd tod, 

Guilt unatoned, profuse of blood Bovonge, 
Corruption all avow’d, and lawless Force, 

Rich heightening each, alternate shook the state 
ileantime Ambition, at the dazzling head 
Of hardy legions, with the laurels heap’d 
And spoil of nations, in one circling blast 
Combined in vanous storm, and from its base 
The broad republic tore By Tirtue bndt 
It touch d the skies, and spread o’er shelter’d earth 
An ample roof , by Virtue too sustam’d. 

And balanced steady, everj tempest sung 

Innoxious by, or bade it firmer stand 

But when, with sudden and enormous change, 

The first of manlond * sunk mto the last, 

As once in Virtue^ so in Tice extreme, 

This universal fabnc yielded loose. 

Before Ambition stdl , and thundermg dow n, 

At Last, beneath its mins crash’d a world 
A conquenng people, to themselves a prey, 

Must ever fall, when their victonons troops, 

^ blood and rapme savage grown, can find 
Ao land to sack and pillage but their own. 

“By brutal Manus, and keen SyDa, first 
Effus’d the delnge dire of civil blood, 

Unceasmg woes began, and tins, or that. 
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Deep-dreucluug tlieir levenge, nor virtue spared, 

Nor sex, nor age, nor quality, nor name , 

Till Rome, into a human shambles turn’d, 

Made deserts lovely — Oh, to ivell-eam’d chains. 
Devoted race ' — no true Roman then. 

No Scmvola there Tvas, to raise for me 
A vengeful hand , was there no father, robb’d 
Of blooming youth to prop his wither’d age i 
No son, a witness to his hoary sire 
In dust and gore defil’d ? no friend, forlorn ? 

No wretch that doubtful trembled for himself 1 
None brave, or wdd, to pierce a monster’s heart, 

\Yho, heaping horror round, no more deserved 
The sacred shelter of the laws he spum’d 1 
No —Sad o’er aU profound dejection sat, 

And nerveless fear The slave’s asylum then’s, 

Or flight, lU-judgmg, that the tunid back 
Turns weak to slaughtei , or partaken guilt 
In vam from SyUa’s vanity I drew 
An unexampled deed, Ihe power resign’d. 

And aU unhoped the commonwealth restored, 

Amazed the pubhc, and effaced his crimes 

Through streets yet stieammg from his murderous hand 

Unarm’d ho stray’d, unguarded, unassail’d. 

And on the bed of peace Ins ashes laid , 

A grace, which I to his demission gave. 

But with him died not the despotic souL 
Ambition saw that stoopmg Rome could bear 
A master, nor had virtue to be free 
Hence, ior succeedmg years, my troubled mgn 
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No certain peace, no spreading prospect knew 
Destruction gatlior’d round Still tlio black soul, 

Or of a Catiline, or Rulliis,'®' s'nell’d 
With fell designs , and all the watchful art 
Of Cicero demanded, all the force, 

All the state-wiolding magic of Iiis tongue j 
And all the thunder of my Cato’s zeal 
With these I bngcr’d , till the flame anew 
Burst out, in blaze immense, and wmpp’d the world 
The shameful contest sprung — to whom mankind 
Should yield the neck to Pompey, who conceal’d 
A rage impatient of an equal name , 

Or to the nobler Caesar, on whose blow 
0 er daring vice deluding virtue smiled, 

And who no less a vain siipenor scorn’d 
Both bled, but bled in vam New traitors lose. 

The venal will be bought, the base liaio lords 
To these vile wars I left ambitious slaves , 

^d from Phihppi’s field, from where in dust 
^e last of Eoinnns, matchless Brutus ' lay. 

Spread to the north untamed a rapid wing 

Vhat though the first smooth Ciesars arts caress’d, 
Went, and virtue, smmlatmgmo? 

Severely tender i ciaicUy humane ! 

to chnch, and make It softer sit 
On the new-broken still ferocious state 

• I>uM°rScrrlll^ ^ 

Jn Qppenranco proposed jm ngrarianlw^ ^ 

uenlust IlnUnB._T 3 1^ tho cloqnonco of Cico'O, In his apcech 

i. rr> s. . • _ ' ^ 


t Tiboritts. — 


UBERiy 


313 


The imperial monsters all — race on earth 
Vindictive, sent tlio scourge of hmnanhind ! 

Whose bimd profusion drain’d a baulunipt voild , 
Whoso lust to forming nature seems disgrace , 

And "wlioso mfemal rage bade every drop 
Of ancient blood, that yet retam’d my flame. 

To that of Pmtus,^ in the peaceful bath, 

Or Kome’a affrighted streets, inglorious flow 
But almost just the meanly patient death, 

That waits a tyrant’s unprevented stroke, 

Titus mdeed gave one short eveumg gleam , 

^loro cordial felt, as m tlie midst it spread 
Of storm, and horror The delight of men ! 

He who the day, when his o’ei-flowing hand 
Had made no happy heart, concluded lost , 

Trajan and he, •with the mild sue t and son. 

His son of virtue 1 eased a while mankind , 

And arts revived beneath their gentle beam 
Then was their last efibrt what sculpture raised 
To Trajan’s glory, following triumphs stole , 

Andmn^d with Gothic forms, (the chisel’s shame,; 

On that tnumphal arch,J the forms of Greece 
“hleantime o’er loaky Thrice, and the deep vales 
Of gehd Hsemus, I pursued my flight , 

* TLrnsoa ricttw, put to death by IToi-o Tocltus introduces tho account ho 
wives of his death, thus —“After havlnu Inhumanly slaughtered so many 
illuafrious men, ho (Nero) hurnod at last with a dcsiro of cutting off virtue 
Itself in tho peraon of Thra'^oa," &.o — 
f Antoninus rius, nnd his adopted son Marcas Aurelius, naerwards called 
Intoumus Phllosophus. — 

} Constantino's aroh, to buUd which that of Trajan was destroyoa, sculpture 
having boon then almost entirely lost — T 
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And, piercing furtliesfc Scytlua, ■vrestw’ard swept 
Sarmatia,* traversed by a tbonsand streams 
A snllen land of lakes, and fens immense. 

Of rocks, resoundmg torrents, gloomy heaths. 

And cruel deserts black with sounding pme , 

Where nature frowns , though sometimes into smiles 
She softens , and immediate, at the touch 
Of southern gales, throws from the sudden glebe 
Luxuriant pasture, and a waste of flowers. ■ 

But, cold-compress’d, when the whole loaded heaven 
Descends in snow, lost in one white abrupt, 

Lies undistmguish’d earth , and, seized by frost. 
Lakes, headlong streams, and floods, and oceans sleep. 
Tet their hfe glows , the furry milhons there 
Deep dig their dens beneath the sheltering snows , ' 
And there a race of men prolific swarms, 

To various pain, to httle pleasure used. 

On whom, keen-parching, beat Eiphaean wmds ; 

Hard like their soil, and like their climate fierce, 

The nursery of nations 1 — These I roused. 

Drove land on land, on people people pour’d , 

Till from almost perpetual night they broke, 

As if m search of day , and o’er the banks 
Of yieldmg empire, only slave-shstaan’d, 

Eesiatless raged , in vengeance urged by me. 

Long m the barbarous heart the buned seeds 
Of Preedom lay, for many a wmtry age , 

And though my spirit work’d, by slow degrees, 
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Nonglifc but its pride and fierceness yet appear’d 
TJien Tvas tbo nigbt of time, that parted worlda 
I quitted earth the while As when the tnbes 
Aenal, warn’d of rising winter, nde 
Autumnal winds, to warmer climates borne. 

So, arts and each good gemus m my tram, 

I cut the closing gloom, and soar’d to heaven 
“In the bnght regions there of purest day, 
Far other scenes, and palaces, anse, 

Adorn’d profuse with other arts divme 
All beauty here below, to them compared. 

Would, like a rose before the midday sun, 

Shrink up its blossom , like a bubble break 
The passing poor magnificence of kings 
For there the King of Nature, in full blare;, 

Galls every splendour forth, and there his court, 
Amid ethereal powers, and virtues, holds 
Angel, archangel, tutelary gods, 

Of cities, nations, empires, and of worlds 
But sacred be the vale that landly clouds 
A hght too keen for mortals , wraps a view 
Too softening fair, for those that here in dust 
Must cheerful tod out their appomted years. 

A sense of higher life would only damp 

The schoolboy’s task, and spoil his playful honra 

Nor could the child of Eeason, feeble man, 

With vigour through this infant-being drudge , 
Did brighter worlds, their ummagmed bhss 
Disclosmg, dazzle and dissolve his mmd.” 
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D RITA IX. 

— BiCTcrcnco l>cb"Ixt tlio Anc cnt^ luad iEotlcpi^ rl^/’UUy 
upon-Uo^criptlon of the d^rl nn^t— Ti o Go J Ic-m of vlioilurlns 

those Is Euppo'icd to havo ka cirlh, rolumj, n’iondol \ llh^trtsrjjd 
Scicnco-Sha first descends on Italy— Sculpture, roliitluf; cud Air'dUo- 
tiiTO fre at Romo, to ro\l\o tho'r b iroral arts hy ttio ffrort nu'dels of out! 
quitj Ihero, vhlch mnui birlvcoiun Incaslous Jidd r*ot bocU (iblo to d 
fltroi Tlio revival of tho^ ovts rnarl o<l out— That romet^mes arts may 
flounth for n vuUo under doijvodc civcmmcntB, thou~u never tlio uatii 
ml an 1 (.oiintno pro hictloii of Uictn — lyariilns begins to daim— Tlie Muse 
and Soicnco attend Liberty, who In h r prc^tsi fornnls Grat Bntnin 
raises soTcral freo states an I c!Uc»— Tlicso otiumemlo 1— Aidhnrs esek- 
mnlion of Joy, upon Ecoln„ tho llrltish boss and coasts rko In the vision, 
which painted whatsvtr tho Go-ldejs of Liberty « dd—Slio Ta-snmes her 
narratl'in— The Genius of tho Deep appears, midnddrtsetnf'Libcrts, asso- 
ciates Great Britnlu Into hia domin'on-Llhcrty rcccivcl and couffraMlaleJ 

oy Britannia, and tho No'ho Genii or \ Irtucs of tho Islind— Thao do 
serlhcd— Animated bj the pnscncu of Lllierly. they be;dn their open 
Uons-Tliclr honeCcent Inliunco contrasted with tho worLsnnddaiislons 
of opposing Demons— Conclude wiUi an abstract rf the Euclkh blstory, 
markin{, tho EovcmlndTani.es of Libcrlj, down to hor complete establish 
iDcnt at tho Rovolullon 

Strgok aritli tlie risiug scone, tlius I, amazed 
Ab, Goddess, M'liat a change 1 is cnrfcli tlio sumo ? 

Of tho same land the ruthless race she feeds 1 
And does the same fan sun and ether spread 
Romid this vile spot their all enlivcmng soul ? 

Lo 1 beauty fads , lost m unlovely forms 
Of httlo pomp, magmficenco no more 
^ts tho mind, and bids the public smile, 

V|dule to rapacious interest Gloiy leaves 
alankmd, and everjr grace of life is gone ” 
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To tins tlio Powoi, whoso vital radianco calls 
From the brute mass of man an ouler’d world 
“Wait till the morning shines, and from the depth 
Of Gothic darkness siiriugs another day 
True, Genius droops, the tender ancient taste 
Of Beauty, then fresh blooming in her prime, 

But faintly trembles through the callous soul , 

And Grandeur, or of morals, or of hfe, 

(Sinks into safe pursmts, and creeping cares 
E’en cautious Virtue seems to stoop her flight, 

And aged life to deem the generous deeds 
Of youth romantia Yet in cooler thought 
WoU reason’d, m researches piercmg deep 
Tlirough nature’s woiks, in profitable arts, 

And all that calm Expenonce can disclose, 

(Slow gmdc, but sure,) behold the world anew 
Exalted nso, with other honours crown’d , 

And, where my Spint wakes the finer poweis, 
Atheman laurels stiU afresh shall bloom 
“Obhvious ages pass’d, while earth, foisook 
By her best Genu, lay to Demons foul. 

And unchain’d Funes, an abandon’d prey 
Contention led the van , first small of size, 

But soon (Mating to the skies she towers , 

Then, wide as air, the hvid Fury spread. 

And high her head above the stormy clouds, 

She blazed in omens, swcU’d the groamng wmds 
With wild surmises, battlmgs, sounds of war , 

From land to land the maddening trumpet blew, 

And pour’d her venom through the heart of man 
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Bliook to tlie pole, the North obey’d her call, 

Forth rash’d the bloody power of Gothic war, 

"W^ar against human land Rapine, that led 
Millions of raging robbers in his tram , 

TJnhstemng, barbarous For<!e, to whom the sword 
Is reason, honour, law , the foe of arts 
By monsters follow’d, hideous to behold, 

That claim’d them place. Outrageous mix’d with these 
Another species of tyranmc* rule. 

Unknown before, whose cankerous shackles seized ^ 
The envenom’d soul , a wilder Rruy, she 
Even o’er her Elder Sister t tyrannized , 

Or, if perchance agreed, inflamed her rage. 

Dire was her tram, and loud , the sable band, 
Tbundenng — ‘Submit, ye Laity ' ye profane ' 

Earth IS the Lord’s, and therefore ours , let kings 
Allow the common claim, and half be theirs , 

If not, behold I the sacred lightnmg flics ' ’ 

Scholastic Discord, with a hundred tongues, 

Eor science uttermg 3 anghng words obscure, 

■Where fnghted reason never yet could dwell , 

Of peremptory feature, cleric Pnde, 

"Whose reddening cheek no contradiction beam , 

And holy Slander, his associate firm. 

On whom the lying Spirit Btdl descends ; 

IMothet ei tortures \ peraecuting Zeal, 

High flashmg m her hand the ready torch, 

Or poniard bathed m unbehevmg blood , 

Hell’s fiercest fiend 1 of smntly brow demure, 

» Cliar-l) power, or ceclcaiaBtlcai tynmny -T f CivU tymuny — t 
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Assuming a celestial sempli’s name, 

WLilo slio lieneatli the blaspliemous pretence 
Of pleasing Parent Heaven, the Source of Love ! 

Has ■wrought more horrors, more detested deeds, 

Than all the rest combined. Led on by her. 

And ivild of head to ivork her feU designs, 

Came idiot Superstition , round with ears 
Innumerous stroiv’d, ten thousand monkish forms 
With legends phed tliem, and -with tenets, meapt 
To charm or scare the simple mto slaves, 

And poison reason , gross, she swallows nil, 

The most absurd beheving ever most 
Broad o’er the -whole her umversal night. 

The gloom stdl doubling. Ignorance diffused 
“Nought to bo seen, but visionary monks 
To councils strolling, and embroihng creeds , 

Banditti Samts, disturbmg distant lands , 

And unknown nations, wandering for a home 
All lay reversed the sacred arts of rule 
Turn’d to flagitious leagues agamst mankmd. 

And arts of plunder more and more avoiv’d , 

Pure plain Devotion* to a solemn farce , 

To holy dotage Yirtue, even to guile. 

To murder, and a mockery of oaths , 

Brave ancient Freedom to the rage of slave3,+ 

Proud of their state, and fightmg for theu chains , 
Dishonour’d Courage to the bravo’s tiade J 
To ci-vil broil , and Glory to romance 

* 'rto corruptions of tlio Church of Romo — t RuolUng: — T 

t VftSpnJoBc ttIicuco tho oUnchmoiit of clnns to lliclrchlof — 
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Tlius liiiinnn life, inilniigcil, to rum reel’d, 

And giddy Ht-ison totter’d on her throne, 

“At lant Heaven’s best inc\plicable scheme 
Disclosing, bade now bugUtomng cias smile 
The high command gone foilh, Arts in mj train, , 

And azure mantled Science, sv.ift we spread 

A sounding pimon Eager pity, nux’d 

With indignation, iiigcd her downward flight 

On Latium fn^t we stoop’d, for doubtful life 

That panted, sunk beneath unnumbcrd woci 

All, poor Italia ’ what a bitter cup 

Of vengeance hast thou drain’d 1 Goth's, Yniidals, Huns, 

Lombards, barbarians broke from every land, 

How many a niflian form hast tliou beheld 1 
"What horrid jargons heard, where rage alone 
Was all thy frighted car could comprehend 1 
How frequent bj the red inhuman liand. 

Yet warm with brother’s, liusband’s, father’s blood, 
Hast thou thy matrons and thy virgins seen 
To violation dragg'd, and mingled death 1 
What conflagrations, earthquakes, ravage, floods, 

Have turn’d thy cities into stony wilds , 

And succourless, and bare, the poor remains 
Of wretches forth to Nature's coimnon cast ? 

Added to these the still continued waste 
Of mbred foes that on thy vitals proj,^ 

And, double tyrants, seize the very soul 
Where hadst thou treasures for this rapmo all? 

These hungry mvnads, that thy bowels tore, 

* Thn incnxrcby — T. 
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Heap’d sack on sack, and buncd in their rage 
Wonders of art , vrlicuce this gray scene, a mine 
Of more than gold becomes, and onont gems, 
Where Egypt, Greece, and Romo umted glow 

“Here Scnlptnre, Painting, Arcliitecture, bent 
From ancient models to restore their arts, 
Remain’d. A little trace we how they lose. 

“Amid the hoary ruins, Sculpture first, 

Heep digging, from the cavern dark and damp, 
TJieir giavo for ages, bid hci maiblo race 
Spring to new light Joy sparkled m her eyes. 
And old remembrance tlniU’d in every tlioiight, 

As she the pleasing resuriection saw 
In leaning site, respiring from Ins tods, 

Tlie well known Hcro,^ who dchvei’d Greece, 

His ample chest, all tempested mth foico. 
Unconquerable i car’d. She saw tlio head, 
Breathing the hero, small, of Grecian size. 

Scarce more extensive than the smeny neck , 

The spreading shoulders, muscular, and broad 
The whole a mass of swelling smews, touch’d 
Into harmonious shape , she saw', and joy’d 
The yellow hunter, Jleleagcr, raised 
TTih beauteous front, and through the finish’d whok 
Shews what ideas smiled of old in Greece. 

Of ragmg aspect, rush’d impetuous forth 
The Gladiator t pitiless lus look, 

And each keen smew braced, the stoim of ivar, 
Rufihng, o’er all lus nervous body frowns 

‘ llio Horouloa of I'umoso — T t FJchlliig Gladiator ^1 
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The clyiug othei'* from tlie gloom she drc^\ ^ 
Supported on his shorten’d arm he leans, ' 
Prone, agonising ; ivith incumbent fate. 

Heavy dechnes his head, yet dark beneath 
The suflenng feature sullen vengeance lorn’s, 
Shame, mdignation, imaccomphsh’d rage. 

And stdl the cheated eye expects his falL 

All conquest-flush’d, from prostrate Python, came 

The quiver’d Qod.t In graceful act he stands, 

His arm extended ivith the slacken’d bow, 

Light flows his easy robe, and fair displays 
A mauly soften’d foim Hie bloom of gods 
Seems youthful o’er the beardless cheek to wave , 
His features yet heroic ardour warms , 
iVnd, sweet subsidmg to a native smile, 
ilix’d with the joy elating conquest gives, 

A scatter’d frown exalts his matchless air 
On Plora moved , her full proportion’d limbs 
Rise through the mantle fluttermg in the breeza 
The Queen of LoveJ arose, as from the deep 
She sprung m all the melting pomp of charms 
Bashful she bends, her well-taught look aside 
Turns in enchanting guise, where dubious mix 
Vain conscious beauty, a dissembled sense 
Of modest shame, and shppery looks of love 
Tlie gazer grows enamour’d, and the stone,- 
As if exulting in its conquest, smiles. 

So turn d each limb, so sweU’d with softening art, 
That the deluded eje the marble doubts. 


’ Dymg Gladiator -T. ] ApoUo of BoMdoro — T } 1 enus of Uodlcl — T 
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At last her utmost m.-istcrpieco* she found, 

That l^I-iro fmed ,1 the miserable sire, 

Wrapt ivith his sons in fate’s severest grasp , 

The seipents, twistmg round, them stringent folds 
Inextricable tie. Such passion here, 

Such agomes, such bitterness of pain, 

Seem so to tiemble through the tortured stone, 
Tliat the touch’d heart engrosses all the view 
Almost unmark’d the best proportions pass, 

That ever Greece beheld , and, seen alone. 

On the rapt eye the imperious passions seize , 

The father’s double pangs, both for himself 
And sons convulsed , to Heaven hia rueful look, 
Imploring aid, and half accusing, cast , 

His fell despair uith indignation mix’d, 

As the strong curliug monsters from his side 
His fiUl extended fuiy cannot tear 
jMore tender touch’d, ivith vaned art, his sons 
All the soft rage of younger passions show 
In a boy’s helpless fate one sinks oppress’d , 

Wlule, yet unpierced, the frighted other tries 
His foot to steal out of the horrid twme 
“She boro no more, but straight from Gothic rust 
Her chisel clear’d, and dustj and fiagments drove 
Jjnpetnous round Successive as it went 
From son to son, witli more cnhvemng touch. 


* Tho gronp of Lnocoon mid Ids two sons, doatroyod by two sorponts.— T 
t Boo .^1 <id, II vor 100-S21 — T 

} It Is rcixirtodof JUclmol Alificlo BnoDBroH. tho most colohrntcd nmstor 
of inodoTii sculpture, thnt ho wrought with a Wnd of inspiration, or oiilhiai 
nsllosl fury which produced the ofToct horo montlonod. — T 
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From tFo Fmto rock it call’d tlio btcatkmg fotm 5 
Til], in a legislator's '"’rful gneo ' ■ 

Dress’d, Baonaroti bid a Moses * rise, 

And, loolang love immense, a Savionr Gon * 

“ Of these observant, Painting felt the fire 
Bum mward. Then ecstatic slie diffused 
The canvas, scivcd the pallet, n ith, qmck hand 
The colours brew’d, and on the ^Old expanse 
Her gav creation poured, her mimic world 
Poor ivas tbo manner of her eldest race, 

Barren, and dry , just struggling from the t iste 
That bad for ages scared, m cloisters dim, 

The snpcrstitious herd , yet glorious then 
Were deem’d their works , avhcrc uiidovelojied lai 
'riie future wonders that cmich’d mankmd, 

And a new hght and grace o’er Europe cast 
Arts gradual gather streams EiiLarging this. 

To each his portion of her various gifts 
Tlio goddess dealt, to none indulging all , 

No, not to EaphacL At kind distance still 
Perfection stands, like Happiness, to tempt 
The eternal chase. In elegant design, 

Improving nature , in ideas fair. 

Or great, extracted from the fine antique , 

In attitude, expression, airs divine , 

Her sons of Homo and Florence bore the prize. 
To those of Yemce she the magic art > 

Of colours melting mto colours gave. 

Cheun too it was by one embracing mass ‘ 

* Eattomed Iho two finest picoos of modorn aculptirm — T 
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Of light and shade, that settles round the whole, 

Oi vanes tremulous from part to part, 

O’er all a binding harmony to throw, 

To raise the picture, and repose the sight 
The Lombard school,* succeeding, mmgled botli. 

“ Meantime dread fanes, and palaces, around. 
Rear’d the magmfic front. Music again 
Her universal language of the heart 
Renew’d, and, iismgfrom the plaintive vale, 

To the full concert spread, and solemn qune 
“ E’en bigots smiled , to their protection took 
Arts not their own, and from them borrow’d pomp , 
For m a tyrant’s garden these awhile 
May bloom, though Freedom be then parent soil 
“And now confess’d, with gently growing gleam 
The morning shone, and westward stream’d its hglit 
The muse awoke. Hot sooner on the wmg 
Is the gay bird of dawn Artless her voice, 
Untaught and ivild, yet warbhng through the n oods 
Romantic lays But as her northern course 
She, with her tutor Science, m my tram, 

Ardent pursued, her strains more noble grew , 

While Reason drew the plan, the Heart inform’d 
The moral page, and F.ancy lent it grace, 

“ Romo and her circhng deserts cast behind, 

I pass’d not idle to my great sojourn. 

“ On Arno’s f fertile plam, where the rich vino 
Luxunant o’er Etrurian mouutiuns roves, 


• Tbo BcUool of tUo earned. — 
t Tie river Amo rans tUrongb Floronco — 
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Saf3 in tho lap reposed of private bliss, 

I smnU republics raised Tbnee Lappj they ! 

Ilad social Freedom bound their peace, and arts, 
Instead of rubng roi\ er, ne’er meant for them, 
Employ’d their little cares, and saved their fate 
“ Beyond the rugged Apennines, that roll 
Far through Italian bounds their wavy tops, 

■My path, too, I with pubhc blessings strok’d , 

Free states and cities, where tho Lombard plain, 

In spite of culture negligent and gross. 

From her deep bosom pours unbidden joi s, 

And green o’er all the land a garden spreads. 

“Hie barren rocks themselves beneath my foot, 
Relenting bloom’d on tho Ligurian shore 
Thick swarmmg people + there, bice emmets, 
seized 

Amid Burrouiidmg cliffs, the scatter’d spots, 

A’STuch Nature left in her dcstroj ing ragc,J 
Made their own fields, nor sigh’d for othei lands. 

There, in vluto prospect from the locky hill 
Gradual descendmg to tho shelter’d shore, 

By me proud Genoa’s marble turrets rose 
And while ray genuine spirit warm’d her sous- - 
Beneath her Donas, not unworthy, she 
Vied for the indent of the narrow seas. 

Ere Britain yet had open’d all tho mam 

Florence, Plsn, Lucca, and Blenna —H 
t 0 Qcn^o territory Is reckoned Tory populous, Tnit tlio towns and 
tain^^T^^ ^ ^ part llo hid among tho Aptmnino rocks and mouu 

t According to Dr Burnet Bpy tom of tlio Deluge —T 


LIBBKry 


327 


“Nor be tbe then tnnmpbanfc state forgot j * 
WJiore,t puflii’d from plunder’d eartb, a remnant still, 
Inspired by me, tbrougb the dark ages kept 
Of my old Roman flame some sparks abve 
The seemmg god-bmlt city I which my hand 
Deep m the bosom fix’d of wondenng seas 
Astomsh’d mortals sail’d, with pleasing awe, 

Around the seargirt walls, by Neptune fenced, 

And down the brmy street , where on each hand, 
Amazmg seen amid unstable waves, 

The splendid palace slunes , and rismg tides. 

The green steps markmg, murmur at the door 
To this fair Queen of Adna’a stormy gulf, 

The mart of nations! long, obedient seas 
Roll’d all the treasure of the radiant East 
But now no more. Than one great tyrant woisi^ 
(Whose shared oppression hghtens, as diffused,) 

Each subject teaiing, many tyrants rose. 

The least the proudest dom’d m dark cabal, 

They jealous, watchful, silent, and severe. 

Cast o’er the mdissoluble chains , 

The softer shackles of luxurious ease 
They likewise added, to secure their sway 
Thus Vemce fainter slunfes , and Commerce thus, 

Of toil impatient, flags the drooping saiL 
Bursting, besides, his ancient bounds, he took 

■"Venfea was tlio moat flourlsUng city lu Eoropo, •wIOi regard to tnJr 
boforo tlio passage to tbo East Indies by tho Capo of Good Hopo and America 
was discovered. — T 

t Tliose tvbo Bed to some marehes In the Adriatic gulf, from tho desolation 
spread over Italy by on Irniptlon of tho Huns, flrstfouoded tlicro this famous 
citj , about the beginning of tlio filth century — 
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A larger circle , * found anotlier Gcat,+ 

Opening a thousand ports, and, dmnli’d ivifeli toil, 
^V]^om nothing can dismay, far other sons 
“ The mountains then, clad "with eternal Buoir, 
Confess’d my power Deep as the rampant rochs, 

By Nature throiin insuperahlo round, 

I planted there a league of friendly states,* 

And hade plain Freedom there ambition be. 

There in the vale, whore rural plenty fills, 

From lahes, and meads, and furrow’d Helds, herliorii, 
Chief,§ where the Leman pure omits the Bhonc, 

Rare to be seen I ungmlty cities rise, 

Cities of brothers form’d while equal life, 

Accorded gracious with revolving power, 
hlamtains them free , and, in their happy streets, 
Nor cruel deed, nor misery, is known 
For valour, faith, and innocence of hfo 
Eenown’d, a rough labonous people, there, 

Not only give the dreadful Alps to smile, 

And press their culture on retiring snows , 

But, to firm order tram’d and patient war, 

They likewise know, beyond the nerve rcmiSs 
Of mercenary force, how to defend 


Tile tasteful httle their hard toil has earn’d, 

And the ptond arm of Bonrbon to defy 

‘ E’en, cheer'd hy me, their shaggy mountains charm, 
klore than or Galhc or Italian plams j 

: ^ -T t Great BrfUIn -T 

t Swiss Cantons,— T 

LemaanR, n smaU state, But noWo osnwvlo oJ 
the Uosslnsrs of dvll nnd rollgions liberty -T 
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Aiid Bickeiuug Fancy oft, %vlicn absent long, 

Fmea * to bcliold tbcii Alpmc views again , 

The boUon-Avinding stream, tbo vale, fair spread 
Amid an anipldtbeatro of lulls , 

■\Vlience, vapour-ving’d, tbo sudden tempest springs , 
From steep to steep ascending, tbe gray tram 
Of fogs, tlucL-roll’d into romantic shapes 
Tbe flitting cloud, against tbe summit dasb’d , 

And, by tbo sun illmmned, pouring bngbt 
A gemuiy ebon or , bung o’er amazing rocks, 

Tbe moimtaiu asli, and solenm soundmg pme , 

Tbo snow -fed torrent, in nbite mazes tost, 

Down to tbo clear etbereal lake below. 

And, bigb o’ertoppiug all tbe broken scene, 

Tbe mountam fadmg into sky , where shines 
On winter, imter sluvcnug, and whose top , 

Licks from tbeir cloudy magazine tbe snow 
“ From these descending, as I waved my course 
O’er vast Germaiun, tbe ferocious nurse 
Of hardy men, and hearts afironting death, 

I gave some favour’d citics,t there to bft 
A nobler brow, and through tbcir swarmmg streets, 
Jlore busy, wealthy, cheerful, and abve, 

Til each contented face to look my sonk 

“Thence tbe loud Baltic passing, black with storm, 

To wintry Scandmavia’s utmost bound , 

There, I tbe manly raco,t tlie parent hive 

^ Tlio Swiss, nftor having Ijocn long absoiifc from tholr nntl'O country, nre 
seized with such n violent desire of seeing it again, as affects them with a 
hind of langulshitig IndlspodtiOn, calloi Iho Swiss-sicknoss, 
t Tho Ha JS Towns — Tl J The Swedes.— T 
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Of the mix’d kingdoms, form’d into n state 
Iforc regularly fice By keener air 
Tlicir gemus purged, and temper’d Lard by frost, 
Tempest and toil, their nerves, the sons of those 
Whose'' only terror ivas a bloodless death , 

They, wise and dauntless, still sustain nij cause 
Yet there I fix’d noh Tm uing to the south, 

The Trhispcnng zephyrs sigh’d at my delay ” 

Here, with the shifted vision, burst myjoj — 

" 0 the dear prospect ! 0 majestic view 1 
See Britain’s empire ! lo 1 tlic watery vast 
Wide waves, diffusing the cerulean plain. 

And now, niethmks, hko clouds at distance seen, 
Emerging white from deeps of ether, dawn 
My kmdred cliffs , whence, wafted in the gale. 
Ineffable, a secret sweetness breathes 
Goddess, forgive ! — ^ly heart, surprised, o’erflows 
With fihnl fondness for the land you bless ” 

As parents to a child complacent deign 
Approvance, the celestial Brightness smiled , 
Then thus — “ As o’er tho wave-resonnding deep. 
To my near reign, tho happy isle, I steer’d 
With easy wmg , behold 1 from surge to surge, 
Stalk’d the tremendous Gemus of the Deep 
Around him clouds, m mmgled tempest, hung ^ 
Thick flashing meteors crown’d his starry head 
And ready thunder redden’d in his hand, 

Oc from it stream’d compress’d the gloomy cloud 
Where er he look’d, the trembbng waves recoil’d 

' Soo onto ? p 840 — T 
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JIo blit clril.o tlic conscious llooJ, nnd shook 
F/vrni jhoro to nhor<?, in orntihon dire, 

5t ^\ork‘^ his druidfiil imII To mo Ius ioicc 
(Liko thrit hoir<^^ bK'-t tint roiiml tlic aiicni JiuviK, 
Mix’ll "Wilh tho inunmirs of the falling raiuii ) 
Addit'^'i’d I'Cgnii — ‘Ml Kiito commis'ion’d, go, 

My Sister Gotldo's nov,, to von blci>bcd i-ilo, 
Hrnccforih tho j'^rUirr of iny rough donnm 
All my dm<l to Unions o] cn he 
Thi'“o tint rufnlgi'ut, or ivilh rosj moni, 

Or j ellow crcnuig, fl uiie ; thoso tlml, proftnc, 

Dnuik b.\ equator emn, severely slnne, 

Or those Ifmt, to tho pofts niiproiching, nso 
3n billoflB rolling into Alps of lee 
F’en, jet initoucli’d bj dnnng heel, bo theirs 
Tho vast r«dfic, that on other worlds, 

Thtir future eonqnrsf, rolls resounding tides. 

Jxing I mamtam’d luviohilc my reign ; 

Xor Alexanders me, nor Cicsars bra\ cfb 
hill, in the crook of ihorc, the counnl sail 
[ irll mm lor crept j ami peddling coinraerco plied 

Jcluctn near joining Imday For Bntons, ehicf, 

't was rc'-crvcd, with star directed piow, 

' ?o dare tho middle deep, and dnvo assured 

/ To dintant nations through tho pathless mam (bcriecrt. 
Chief, for tlicir fearless hearts tho glory wads, 
jLong months from land, a\Lilo the black stormy night 
Around them rages, on tho groaning mast 
With nusliook knee to laiow their giddy way^ 

To sing, ungncll’d, amid the lashing ai nvo , 


thotjson's poems. 

To laugli at danger Theirs the tnumph be, 

By deep Invention’s keen pervading eye, 

The heart of Courage, and the hand of Tod, 

Each conquer’d ocean staining ivith their blood, 
Instead oi treasure xobV d hy rofnau -war, 

Bound social earth to circle fair exchange. 

And hind the nations in a golden chaimpq 
To these I honour’d stoop Bushing to hght 
A race of men behold 1 whose daring deeds 
Will m renown exalt my nameless plains 
O’er those of fabhng earth, as hers to mine 
In terror yield Nay, could my savage heart 
Such glonea check, their unsuhmittiug soul 
Would all my fury brave, my tempest chmb. 

And might m spite of me my kmgdom force.’ 
Here, waiting no reply, the shadoivy power , 
Eased the dark sky, and to the deep return’d , 
Whde the loud tbimder rattbng from his hand, 
Auspicious, shook opponent GaUia’s shore. 

“ Of this encounter gkid, my way to land 
I qmck pursued, that from the smihng sea 
Beceived me joyous Loud acdaims were heard , 
And music, more than mortal, warbhng, fill’d 
With pleased astonishment the lahourmg huid, 
Who for a while the nnfinish’d furrow left, 

And let the hstemug steer forget his toiL 
IJnseen by grosser eye, Bntanma breathed. 

And her aenal tram, these sounds of joy 
For of old tune, smce first the rushmg flood. 
Urged by ahmgbty power, this favom d isle 
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Tlie lost to reason, tlie declined m life, 

Tlie helpless young that kiss no mother’s hand, 
Alid the gray second infancy of age, 

She gives in pubbe fainibcs to live, 

A sight to gladden heaven 1 Mhctlici she stands 
Fair beckoning at the hospitable gate, 

And bids the stranger take repose and joy. 
Whether, to solace honest labour, she 
Eejoices those that make the land rejoice; 

Or whether to Philosophy, and Arts, 

(At once the basis and the finish’d pride 
Of government and life,) she spreads her liand , 
Xor knows her gift profuse, nor seems to know, 
Doubhng her boimty, that she gives at all 
Justice to these her awful presence loin’d, 

The mother of the state I no low revenge. 

No turbid passions m her breast ferment , 

Tender, serene, compassionate of vice, 

As the last woe that can afibet mankind, 

She punishment awards , yet of the good 
More piteous still, and of the suffering whole. 
Awards it firm. So fair her just decree, 

That, in Ins jndgmg peers, each on lumself 
Prononnees his own doom. O happy land ^ 
'Where reigns alone this justice of the free 1 
^bd the bright gronp Smeenty Ins front, 

Diffusive, reap d , his pure untroubled eye 
The fount of truth The thoughtful Power, apart 
Now, pensiv^ cast on earth his fix’d regard, 

Now, touch d celestial, launch’d it on the sky 
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Tlio Qemus lio whcuce Britain slunes eupreme, 
Tlie land of light, and i ectitnde of mind. 

He, too, the fire of fancy feeds intense. 

With all the tram of passions thence derived , 
Not kindhng quick, a noisy transient blaze, 
But gradual, silent, lasting, and profound. 

Ncai him, Hetiremeut, pointing to the shada 
And Independence stood , the generous pair. 
That simple life, the quiet-ivhispcring grove, 
And the still raptures of the free-bom soul, 

To cates prefer by Virtue bought, not earn’d, 
Proudly prefer them to the servile pomp, 

And to the hcart-embitter’d joys of slaves. 

Or should tho latter, to the pubhc scene 
Demanded, qmt his sylvan friend awhile , 
Nought can his firmness shake, nothing seduce 
Bbs zeal, still active for tho commonweal , 

Nor stoiray tyrants, nor corruption’s tools, 

Boul ministers, dark-working by tho force 
Of secret-sapping gold All their vile arts, 

'Iheir shameful honoms, their perfidious gifts, 
He greatly scorns , and, if he must betray 
His plundoPd countrj’-, or Ins power resign. 

A moment’s parley were eternal shame 
Illustnous luto private life again, 

From dirty levees ho imstam’d ascends, 

And firm m senates stands the patriot's ground 
Oi draws new vigour in the peaceful shade. 

Aloof the bashful virtue hover’d coy. 

Proving, by sweet distrust, distrusted worth 
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Kougli liabour closed tlie train and in his hand, 
Rnde, callous sinew-swell’d, and black with toil 
Came manly Indignation. Sonr he seems, 

And more than seems, by lawless pride assail’d , 

Yet kmd at heart, and just, and generous, there 
No vengeance Inrks, no pale insidious gall ; 

Even m the very luxury of rage, 

He softening can forgive a gallant foe. 

The nerve, support, and glory of the land I 
Nor be Beligion, rational and free, 

Here pass’d m silence , whose enraptured eye 
Sees Heaven with earth connected, human things 
Link’d to divine who not from servile fear. 

By ntes for some weak tyrant incense fit, 

The God of Iiove adores, but from a heart 
Effusmg gladness, into pleasing an e 
That now astonish’d swells, now m a calm 
Of fearless confidence that smiles serene , 

That hves devotion, one continual hymn. 

And then most grateful, when Heaven’s bounty rao'rt 
Is right enjoy’d This ever cheerful Power 
O’er the raised circle ray’d superior day 
“I joy’d to join the Yirtues, whence my reign 
O’er Albion was to nee Each cheering each. 

And, like the circling planets from the sun, 

All borrowing beams from me, a heighten’d zeal 
Impatient fixed us to commence our toils, 

Or pleasures rather Long the pungent time 

Pass d not m mutual hails , but, throngh the hand ' 

Darting our hght, we shone the fogs away 


LIEEUTY 

“ Tlie Virtues conquer \vitli a single look 
Sucli grace, sucli beauty, sucli victorious light, 

Live in tbeir presence, stream in every glauce, 

That the soul won, enamour’d, and refined, 

Grows their own imago, pure ethereal flame 
Hence, the foul Demons, that oppose our reign. 
Would still from us deluded mortals ivrap , 

Or in gross shades they drown the visual ray , 

Or by the fogs of prejudice, where mix 
FalseTiood and truth confounded, foil the sense 
With vam refracted images of bliss 
But chief around the court of flatter’d kings 
They roll the dusky rampart, wall o’er Arall 
Of darkest pile, and with then thickest shade 
Secure the throna Ho savage Alp, the don 
Of wolves, and bears, and monstrous things obscene. 
That vex the swain, and waste the country round. 
Protected lies beneath a deeper cloud , 

Yet there we sometimes send a searching ray 
As, at the sacred opening of the mom, 

The prowhng race retire , so, pierced severe. 

Before our potent blaze these Demons fly, 

And all their works dissolve the whisper’d tale. 

That, lilce the fabhng Nile, no foimtain knows , 
Pair-fneed Deceit, whose wily conscious eye 
He’er loolcs direct , the tongue that licks the dust, 
But, when it safely dares, ns prompt to stiug. 
Smooth crocodile Destruction, wliose fell tears 
Dnsnaro, the Janus-fnee* of coiutly Piicle — 

• Double fnco, “Jnuo Woips Ovn), raitl, Ub I. Co 
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One to superiors Leaves subraissive eyes, 

On Lapless worth tLo other scowls disdaiu 
Cliceks that for some wcalt tenderness, alone, 

Some virtuous slip, can near a blush , — the lau^h 
Profane, when midnight bowls disclose the heart, 

At starving Virtue, and at Virtue’s fools , 

Determined to bo broke, the plighted faith , 

Nay more, the godless oath, that Imows no ties , 
Soft-buzzing Slander , silky mot'is, that cat 
An honest name , the harpy hand, and maw, 

Of avaricious Luxury, who makes 

The throne his shelter, venal laws his fort, 

And, Ills [best] service, who betrays his long 
“Now turn jmur view, and mark from Celtic' luglil 
To present grandeur how my Bntam rose 
“ Bold were those Batons, who, the careless sons 
Of Nature, roam’d the forest-bounds, at once 
Tlieir verdant city, high cmboweniig fane. 

And the gay circle of then woodland wars 
For by the Druidf tanght, that death but shifts 
The vital scene, they that prime fear despised , 

And, prone to rush on steel, disdain’d to spare 
An ill saved life that must again return. 

Erect from Nature’s hand, by tyrant force. 

And still more tyrant custom, unsubdued, 

Man knows uo master save creatmg Hcai on, 

Or such as choice and common good ordain. 


• Gmt Entain v-ta peopled by tlio Cclho or Ghnli— T 

ancient Ganb and Britonn, bad the care and 
dlrentlcm oC ell relWous matters.— T 



LIBERTY ; 

\ 

Tins general sense, Avitli 'wliicli tlic nations 1 
Promiscuous fire, lu Bntons biirn’d intense, 

Of future times prophetic. Witness, Home, 

Who saVst thy Cassai, from the naked land. 

Whose only foit ivas Biitish hearts, repell’d. 

To seek Pharsalinn nieatlis Witness, the toil, 

'fho blood of ages, bootless to secure. 

Beneath an empire’s * yoke, a stubborn islcj 
Disputed hard, and never quite subdued 
The North t remam’d uutouch’d, where those who 
scorn’d 

To stoop retired , and, to their keen effort 
Yielding at last, recoil’d the Boman power 
In vam, unable to sustain the shock, 

Prom sea to sea desponding legions raised 
The •wall immeiise, t and yet, on summer’s eve. 

While sport his lambkms round, the shepherd’s gaze 
Contmual o’er it burst the northern storm, § 

As often, check’d, receded , thieatenmg hoarse 
A Bivift return But the devourmg flood 
No more endured control, when, to suppoit 
The last remains of empue, |j was recall’d 
The weary Boman, and the Bnton lay 


' Tho Bomtiu oniplro — 

t Colodonifl, InbiiWtcd bytho Scotsnnd Piets, wliinjorngrcatm-my Britons, 
.rbo would not eubmlt to tbo Romims, retired — T 

t Tho wail ofHovorus, built upon Adrlon’s rampart, wblohmn for dglity 
mllos qulto across tho counhy, from tho mouth of tho Tyno to Solway 
FHth.— T 

i Irruptions of the Soots and Plots — T 

Q Tho Boman omplro being ralaorably tom by tho northern nations, Brit-dn 
was for over abandoned by tho Boraous In tho year 420 or 427 — T 
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XJunerved, exlnnstcd, apintless, and suulc 
Great proof ! liow incu enfeeble into Blavca 
The Bword * behind him flash’d ; before him loar’d, 

Deaf to lua woes, the deep ITorlorii, around ' 

He roll’d hia eye, not sparlding ardent flame, 

As when Cnraotacua t to battle led 
Silurian swains, and Boadiccat taught 
Her raging troops the miseries of slaves. 

“Tlien, sad relief I from the bleak coast, thatliear® 
The German Ocean roar, deei>-blooming, strong, 

And yellow-hair’d, the bluo-eyo’d Saxon came 
Ho came implored, but came ivith other aim 
Than to protect for conquest and defence 
Suffices the same arm, "With the fierce race 
Pour’d in a fresh invigorating stream, 

Blood, where unqucll’d n mighty spirit glow’d. 

Bash war, and penlous battle, their debght , 

And immature, and red with glonous wounds, 
Unpeaceful death their choice, denving thence 
A right to feast, and dram immortal bovils. 

In Odin’s hall ,§ uhoso blazing roof resounds 

* The BriUma applying to .£Uus tbo Ilomnu goncral for nsrisl'iuco, tliua ox 
pi'CEBcdtholrmisomhlo condition — AVolviiow not ’which wny to turn us Tho 
Barbarians drive us to sea, and tho sea foi'ccs us hack to tho Ijnruamns , he 
tween which wo Imvo only tUocholcooftwo deaths, cither to bo swallowed up 
by the waves, or butchorodby tho Bwonk*’ — 
t ThoKing of tho Siluros, famous for his great oipioits, and accounted tho 
boat goncmlGrcat Britain had overproduced. ThoSUurcs woro esteemed tho 
bravest and most powerful of nil tho Britons, they inlinbllod Hcrofordshire, 
■Rodnonihlro, Brcckoockahiro, Monmoulhsblro, and Ghuaorgnnsliire.— T 
t Queen of tho IconU—T 

Ills certain thatnn opinion was fixed tmdgcnomlamougthcia(tbo Goths) 
ttat death waabut tho entranco into another hfo that nil moji wlio lived 
ty an unactlve lives, and died natural deaths, by sicVnccs or by w enl 
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Tho genial uproar of those shades who fall 
In desperate fight, or by some bravo attempt ^ 

And though more polishM times tho maitial cieed 
Disown, yet still the fearless habit lives, 

Nor were tho surly gifts of war their all 
Wnjdom was hkowiso theirs, indulgent laws, 

Tho calm gradations of art-nursing peace. 

And matchless order, tho deep basis stdl 
On which ascends my British reign Untamed 
To tho refimng subtleties of slaves. 

They brought a happy government along, 

Form’d by that freedom, which, with seciet voice, 
Impartial Nature teaches all her sons. 

And which of old through the whole Scythian mass 
I strong inspired Monarchical their state. 

But prudently confined, and mmgled ivise 
Of each harmonious powci only, too much. 

Imperious war into their rule infused. 

Prevail’d their Qcneral-King, and Chief tain-Thanes. 

“In many a field, by civil fury stain’d, 

Bled the discordant Heptarchy, * and long 

luto vast caves iinder ground, nil dark and miry, full of iioisomo creatures 
usual to Bucli jdaccs, and thcro for over groveUod In ondloss stenob and misery 
On tbo contrary, nU wbo gave tbomeob os to warlike actions and cntoiprisos, 
to tbo conquest of tbelrnolgbbours and tho slaughter Of tholrouomlos, and died 
In hat tie, or of violout deaths upon bold ndvonturos or resolutions, wont im 
mediately to tho vast hall or palnoo of Odin, tholr god of war, who otcmnlly 
Uopt open houso for all such gnosta, whoro they wero entortalnod at infinite 
tables In porpotunlfoasts and mlrtb, carousing In bowls made of tho skulls 
of tliolr onomles they had slain , according to tho number of whom, every one 
In thoso mansions of picnauro was tho most honoured and best ontcrtalued. — 
Slit WlLi lAJt Temple aMttay on Heroic Virtue . — ^T 
• Tlio seven Ungdoms of tlio Anglo-Saxons, considered ns Iwing united into 
eno common govemmont, imdor a gonernl In ohlof or monarch, and by the 
means of on assombly gonernl, or wittonngomot — T 
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(Educing good from ill) the battle gioau’d. 

Ere, blood cemented, Aiiglo-)Sason saw 
Egbert * and Peace on one united throne 
‘'No sooner daim’d the fair disclosing calm 
Of brigliter days, when lo • the North anew, 

With stormy nations black, on England pour’d 
Woes the severest e’er a people felt ' _ 

The Danish EaTen,t lured by annual prey, 

Hung o’er the land incessant Fleet on fleet 
Of barbarous pirates unremitting tore 
The miserable coast Before them stalk’d, 

Far seen, the Demon of devourmg Flame , 

Bapme, and Murder, all with blood besmear’d, 

Without or ear, or eye, or feebng hearty 
While close behmd them march’d the sallow Power 
Of desolating Famine, who dehghts 
In grass-grown cities, and in desert fields. 

And purple spotted Pestilence, by whom 
E en Friendship scared, in sickenmg horror sinks 
Each social sense and tenderness of life. 

Fmiig at last, the sangmnary race 

Spread, from the Humber’s loud-resounding shore 

To where the Thames devolves his gentle maze, 

And with supeuor arm the Saxon awed, 
ut Superstition first, and monkish dreams, 

And monk directed, cloister-seekmg kmgs, 

I f the HeplnrcW undCT reduced nUtlic otlier kingdoms 

t A femous ^ Englm,d.-T 

Blnod tbnt. Trefore a balUo ^ Bcafan, or Haven. Tho Danes ima- 

Its -wings or htmg down its hcjifi < etandard clnppetl 

own Its head, in token of vlotmr or defort—T 




UBLUTX. 


'6i3 

Had eat away Im Tigoui, cat imay 
Hjs edge of Oom-ngc, and deincss’d tlie sotd 
Of (»nqaering Fiecdou!, wlutli lie once respired 
Thus cruel ages pass’d , and r.''ic appear’d 
White mantled Peace, exulting o’er the vale, 

As when, with Alfred,"'' from the wilds she came 
To poheed cities and protected plauis 
Thus by degrees the Saxon empire snnlc, 

Then set entire in Hastings’ t bloody field 
“Compendious war I (on Biitain’s glory bent, 

So fate ordain’d) in that decisive day, 

The haughty Norman seized at once an isle, 

For which, through many a century, in vam, 

The Eoman, Saxon, Dane, had toil’d and bled. 

Of Gothic nations this the final burst. 

And, mi^d the genius of these people all. 

Their virtues mix’d m one exalted stream, 

Hero the rich tide of English blood grew fulL 
“Awhile my Spirit slept, the land awhile, 

Afirighted, droop’d beneath despotic rage 
Instead of Edward’s $ equal, gentle la'ws. 

The fnnous victor’s partial -will prevail’d. 

All prostrate lay, and, in the secret shade. 

Deep stung but fearful Indignation gnash’d 
His teeth. Of freedom, property, despoil’d, 

* Allred the Groat, renowned In war, and no loss famous in peace for lile 
mnnj o'icollont institutions, particularly that of Junes — 

J Tlio lialtlo of Bastings, In which Harold II , tho last of the Saxon hhlg», 
was tilnln, and William tho Conq^uoror mado himself master of England — T 
t Edward III p] tho Confessor, who reduced tho West Saxon, Jlerclon, 
and UTnlsh laws into ono hody , which from that time beoame common to all 
1 ugtand, under tho name of “ Tho Laws of Edward.” — 
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Aud of tlieu biilnrrkj .snus , witb castles criitli’d, 
Witli ruffians quarter’d o’er tlxc bridled land , 

The sbivenng wretcbcs, at tbc curfew * souud, 
Dejected shrunk into tbcir sordid beds, 

And, through the mournful gloom, of ancient time 
Mused sad, or dreamt of better E’en to feed 
A tyrant’s idle sport, the peasant starved 
To the anld herd, the pasture of the tame. 

The cheerful hamlet, spiry town, avas given, 

And the brown forest t roughen’d mde arouud 
“But this so dead, so vile submission, long 
Eudured not Gathering force, my gradual flame 
Shook off the miiuntaiu of tjTannic sWiVy 
Dnused to bend, impatient of control, 

Tyrants themselves the common tyrant check'll 
The Church, by kmgs intractable and fierce, 

Demed her portion of the plunder’d state. 

Or tempted, by the timorous and v cak, 

To gam new ground, first taught their rapine bin 
The Barons next a nobler league began, 

Both those of Enghsh and of Norman race, 

In one fraternal nation blended now, 

The nation of the Free ! press’d by a band t 
Of Patnots, ardent as the summer’s noon 
That lool'^ dehghted on, the tyrant sec 1 

it eight o dock, f'ronch emcrrfftii,') whlcU vraa runs erory niglit 

the jTcnaltj- of a sevore fine— T. their fires and candles, under 

tWrty miles la conutrv for above 

1 Oiithehthorjnnoie.s “-“t, 

~<snica the Gtcat Charter nr T ° Earons on Hunnomcdo, 

L bertlcs, or hfagna Cliartn.— T 


The ubirerlnfj wreWiWi nt Ujo curfew eoand, 

>limnk Into thrfrMnlld beds, 

And. tliron^rb tbe inuunifol gloom ot nnelcnt time 
■Muted koU, or dic&mt oC butt^ 

•^Hbaig jmffa^iU 








LIBERiy I 

Mark ! witli feigu’d alacrity lie bears 
His ^ong reluctance down, bis dark revenge, 

And gives the Cbaiter, by -wbicb life indeed 
Becomes of price, a glory to be man 
“Tbrougb tbis, and tbrongb succeeding reigns 
affirm’d 

rkese long contested rights, the wbolesome -winds 
Of Opposition* bence began to blow, 

And often since bave lent tlie country life 
Before tbeir breatb Corruption’s insect-bbgbts, 

Tbe darkenmg clouds of evil counsel, fly, 

Or should they sounding swell, a putrid court, 

A pestilential mmistry, they purge, 

And ventilated states renew tbeu: bloom 
“Tbougb witb tbe temper’d Monaicby here misfd 
Aristocratic sway, tbe People still, 

Blatter’d by tins or that, as interest loan’d, 
bfo-fuU protection knew For me reserved. 

And for my Commons, was that glorious turn 
They crown’d my first attempt, in senates t rose 
Tbe fort of Freedom ' Slow till then, alone, 

Had work’d that general liberty, that soul 


' rho Icnguo formad by tho Dnrons diinn" tlio rol^i of Jol j, in tho year 
1^13, IMIS the first courofionicy mndo in England in dofenco of tho nation’s 
Interest against tho Kin^ — T 

t Xho Commons nro gonomlly thought to havo heon first ropresented In 
parliamont toivards tho end of Henry the Third s roign. To a parltamont 
called In the year 12C1, each county was ordered to send four knights as ro- 
proscntatlvos of their rospoelivo shii-cs , and to a parliament called in tho jcai 
following, each county was ordered to send, os their ri-pi-esontatlves, twe 
knights, and cnoh city and borough os many cltiiens and bmgossos. Till 
then, history makes no mention of them, whence a very strong argument 
may ho drawn, to fli the original of tho Hon'o of Commons to that ora . — T 


THOltSOK^ S POEMS 

TVlncL sjKTieroas nature brcntLcs, and ■nliich Tthsn 
By TOC to bondage, -u-as cormpted Kome, ,, 

I throQgb tbe nortbcm nations "mde diffused 
Hence many a people, fierce Mith freedom, rusb’d i 
From tbe mds iron regions of the North, 

To Libyan deserts smarm protruding smarm, 

And pour’d new spirit through a slavish morld. 

Yet, o’er these Gothic states, the King and Chiefs 
Eetam’d the high prerogative of mar. 

And mith enormous property engross’d 
The mingled pomer But on Bntannia’s shore 
Nom present, I to raise my reign began 
By raising the Democracy, the third 
And broadest bulmark of the guarded state. 

Then mas the full, the perfect plan disclosed 
Of Bntam’s matchless constitution, mufd 
Of mutual checking and supporting powers, 

Kmg, Lords, and Commons , nor the name of free 
Deservmg, mhile the vassal-many droop’d • 

For smee the moment of the mholo they form. 

So, as depress’d cr raised, the balance they 
Of pnbhc melfare aad of glory cast 
Mark from this period the contmual proof 
‘ When kings of narrom genius, minion-nd, 
Neglectmg faithful worth for famning slaves , 

Proudly regardless of their people’s plaints, 

And poorly passive of msnlhng foes , 

Double, not prudent, ob3^lnate, not firm, 

Their mercy fear, necessity their faith , 

Instead of generous fire, presumptuous, hou, 
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Wien. Bucl witl me tleir vital influence sled, > 

No mutter’d gnevance, lopeless sigl, ivas leard ' 
No foul distrust tlrougl ivary senates ran, 
Confined tleir bounty, and tlieir aidour quencl'd 
On aid, unquestion’d Iberal aid was given , 

Safe m tleir conduct, by tleir valour fired, 

Fond wlere tley led, victorious armies rusl’d , 
And (Dressy, Poitiers, Agmcourt’’^ proclaim 
Wlat longs supported by almiglty Love, ’ 

And people fired witl Liberty, can do 
‘'Be veil’d tie savage reigns,+ when londred rage 
Tie numerous once Plautagenets devour’d, 

A race to vengeance vow’d ' and, wlen oppress’d 
By private feuds, almost extiuguisl’d lav 
lly qmvenng flam& But, in tie next, beliold ' 

A cautions tyrant J lend it oil anew 
“Proud, dark, suspicious, brpodmg o’er Ins gold. 
As low to fix Ins throne le jealous cast 
His cra% views around , pierced with a ray, 

Wild on lis tumd mind I darted full, 

He mark’d the barons of excessive swav, 

At pleasure makiug and unmaking kings ,§ 
d hence, to crush these petty tyrants, plalin’d 
A law, il that let them, by the silent waste 
Of luxuiy, their landed wealth diffuse, 


t During tho 1“® Euglnslr over tho Fronck- 2 

J Henry VH.— T families of York and Lancaster.— T 

t The famous Earl nf to- i . 

e 0 Rarons to nlionnto tlicir lands.—'? 
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And 'With that wealth their imphcated power 
By soft degrees a might}' change ensued, 

E’en workmg to this day With streams, deduced 
From these diminish’d floods, the country smiled 
As when impetuous from the snow-heap’d Alps, 

To vernal suns relenting, poura tbe Ehme , 

While, undivided, oft, with wasteful sweep. 

He foams along , but through Batavian meads, 
Branch’d mto fair canals, mdnlgent flows , 

Waters a thousand fields , and cultmo, trade, 

Toutib, meadows, glidmg ships, and villns mix’d, 

A rich, a wondrous landscape uses round 
His funoos son * the soul enslaving chain, t 
Which many a doting venerable age 
Had link by hnk strong twisted round the land, 
Shook off Ho longer could be borne a power, 

From Heaven pretended, to deceive, to void 
Each solemn tie, to plunder vuthout bounds, 

To curb the generous soul, to fool mankuid, 

And, wild at last, to plunge mto a sea 
Of blood and horror The returmng hght, 

That first through WickhffJ streak’d the pnestly 
gloom 

JSTow burst m open day Bared to the blaze^ 

Forth from the haunts of Superstition § crawl’d 

* Homy Vni.— T t Of Popal dominion —1 

t John Wlol Uir, doctor of divinity, -who, towards tho closo of tho fourtoonlh 
contmy publlshod dootrlnoa very contrary to tlioso of the Ohiu*oh of Homo, 
ana particularly denying tho Papal authority His followors grow vory 
numerous, and wore callod IjoUards — T 
^ Suppression of monasterlos . — T 
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Her motlej son's, fantastic figures all , 

AnJ, ividc dispersed, tLeir iiselcss fetid, neidtlt 
In graceful labour bloom’d, and fnuts of pcaca 
“Trade, join’d to these, on ciory eca display’d 
A daring canvas, iiom’d a\ith every t'dc 
A golden flooA From other worlds * v ere roll’d 
Tlie guilty ghttcruig stores, whose fatal channs, 

By the plain Indian happily despised, 

Yet work’d lus woe , and to the blissful groa es, - 
^Yhcro Nature lived herself nmong her sons 
And Innocence and Joy for ever dnelt, 

Drew rage unknown to pagan climes before, 

The iTorst the zeal inflamed barbanan drew 
Bo no such horrid commerce, Britain, thine ! 

But want for want, with mutual aid, supidy 
“The Commons thus enneh’d, and powciful gronn. 
Against the Barons weigh’d. Bhza then. 

Amid these douhtfid motions, steady, gave 
The beam to fix. She ! like the secret Eye, 

That never closes on a guarded world, 

So sought, BO mark’d, so seized the imblic good, 

That self-supported, without one .ally, 

She aw ed her mward, quell’d lier circlmg foes. 
Inspired by me, beneath her sheltering arm, 

In spite of ragmg umversal savay + 

And ragmg seas repress’d, the Belgic states, i 
My bulwark on the continent, arose. 

Matchless in. all the spmt of her days 1 

* Tho Sijantsli 'West Indies. — T. 
t Tlio domlniun of tho house of A\istria.--T 
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Witli tonfidenco unbounded, fearless lo^o 
EIat<^ licr fervent j)eoplo united gay, 

Cheerful demanded llio long threaten’d fleet,-* 

Aud dash’d the pnde of Sp uu nrouud their isle. 

Nor Ceased the British thiuider hero to rage , 

Tlio deep, reclaim’d, obej'’d its awful c.Jl , 

In Arc and smoko Ibenan jiorts ln^ olved, 

Tiie trembling foe ei on to the centre shook 
Of their new’-conquer’d world, and, skulljiig, stole 
Bi' veenng w inds their Indian treasure home. 
Mc.iutirae, Pence, PIcntj, Justice, Science, Aits, 

With softer laurels crown’d her happy reign 
As yet uucircumscnbed the regal power, 

And wild and vague prerogntn e remam’d , 

A wide voracious gulf, where swallow’d oft 
Tlio helpless subject lay This to reduce 
To the just limit was my great effort 
“ By means tliat evil seem to narrow man, 

Superior Beings work their mystic will 
From storm and trouble thus a settled c«ilm, 

At last, cflulgcnt, o’er Biitauraa simlcd. 

“The gathering lemiiest, Heaven comnussiou’d, 
came, 

Came in the pnnce,t who, dnnik with flatleiy, 
dreamt 

His vam pacific counsels ruled the w orld , 

Though scorn’d abroad, bowildoi-’d m a maze 

_ ’ The Si«mlsli AmndiL Unpin snyn, thnl oflcr proper measures ImS bait 
ini on, tlio onoTiy was oxpeeted vrftb uncommon nlncnty — T 
t Jmnea L— T 
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Of fruitless treaties , Tvlule at tome enslaved, 

And by a ■vrortliless crew insatiate drain’d, ^ 

He lost bis people’s confidence and love • 

Irreparable loss ! whence crowns become ' ' 

An anxious burden Years inglorious pass’d 
Triumphant Spam the vengeful draught enjoy’d , 

Abandon’d Eredenck * pined, and Ealeigh bled. 

But notlimg that to these mternal broils, 

That rancour, he began , while lawless sivay ^ 

He, with his slavish Doctors, tned to rear 
On metaphysic, + on enchanted ground, 

And all the mazy quibbles of the schools ; 

As if for one, and sometimes for the worst, / " 

Heaven had mankmd in vengeance only mada 
Yam the pretence I not so the dire effect, 

The fierce, the foolish discord J thence derived, 

That tears the country stall, by party rage 
And ministerial clamour kept alive 
In action weak, and for the wordy war - t 
Best fitted, faint this prince pursued his claim , 

Content to teach the subject herd, how greafcj 
How sacred he I how despicable they 1 

"But his unyielding 8on§ these doctrines drank, 

With all a bigot’s luge , (who never damjis , 

By reasoning his file,) and what they taught, 

’ Pnlatino, mid who had heon ohoson King of Bohemb, but wts 

pipped of on hla dominions and digniHos by tho Emporor Perdinrind, whlk . 
nines o Plrst, lila futlier-lu law, liein^ amiisfsd from timo to time, ondoa i 

voured to mediate a pcaca—T ' i 

V, ^ laoMtrous, tmd tm thon unheiird-nf , doctrines of dlvmo tndofcasible 

horeMlmy right, pnaslro obodionco, ia-T 
t The parties of Whig and Tory — T 6 Chmles I -T 
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■\V.xrm, and tenacious, into practice pusli’d. 

Senates, m vain, tlieir land restraint applied , 

The more they struggled to support the laws. 

His justice-dreading ministers the more 
Drove him heyond their bounds Tired -with the 
Of faithful Love, and with the flattery pleased 
Of false desigmng Gmlt, the fountain * he 
Of Pnbhc Wisdom and of Justice shut 
Wide mourn’d the land. Straight to the voted aid 
Free, cordial, large, of never-faihug source. 

The illegal imposition follow’d harsli. 

With execration given, or ruthless squeezed 
From an msulted people, by a baud 
Of the worst ruffians, those of tyiant ponei 
Oppression walk’d at large, and pour’d abroad 
Her unrelentmg tram , mformers, spies. 

Bloodhounds that sturdy Freedom to the grave 
Pursue, projectors of nggnevmg schemes. 

Commerce to load for unprotected seas, t 

To sell the starvmg many to the few, t 

An ri dram a thousand ways the exhausted laud. 

E’en from that place, whence heahng Peace should flow 
And Gospel truth, inhuman bigots shed 
Their poison § round, and on the venal bench. 

Instead of justice, party held the scale, 

‘And violence the sword. AShcted yeais. 

Too patient, felt at last their vengeance fulL 

• Farliamonts — ^T t Slilp monev — t llonopollon. 

S Tho raging hlgh-olinroli sermons of those times, Inspiring a spirit of 
Bla\Ish submission to tbo court, and of bitter pomccntlon against tlioso whom 
they call Oburcb and State Puritans. — T 
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“ ’Mid tlie low mornmrs of Bubmissive fear, 

And mingled rage, my Hampden luised Lis voice, 
And to tlie laws appeal’d , tlie laws no more 
In judgment sat, beLoved some other ear 
When mstant from the keen resentive HortL, 

By long oppression, by rebgion roused, 

The gumrdian army came. Beneath its wmg 
Was call’d, though meant to furnish hostile aid, 
The more than Roman senate. There a flame 
Broke out, that clear’d, consumed, renew’d the land 
In deep emotion hurl’d, nor Greece, noi Rome, 
Indignant burstmg from a tyrant’s cham, 

While, fuU of me, each agitated soul 
Strung every nerve and flamed m every eye, 

Had e er beheld such hght and heat combined 1 
Such heads and hearts 1 such dreadful zeal, led on 
By calm majestic wisdom, taught its course 
^hat nuisance to devour, such wisdom filed 
With unabatmg zeal, and aim’d smeere 
To clear the weedy state, restoie the laws, 

And for the future to secure their sway 

This theu the purpose of my mildest sons. 

But man is bhnd. A nation once mflamed 


(Chief, should the breath of factions fury blow, 
With the wild rage of mad enthusiast sweR’d) 
Hot easy cools agam From breast to breast. 
Prom eye to eye, the kindhng passions mix 

"w^se and just, 

horeditoiyrigiit, passive ends directs the storm. 

: Its parties of Whig and "utam ^vrapt, 
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"Wann, aud tenacious, into practice push’d 
Senates, in vain, their kind restraint apphed , 

The more they struggled to support the laws. 

His justice-dreading ministers the more 
Drove him beyond their bounds Tired with the 
Of faithful Love, and with the flattery pleased 
Of false designing Gmlt, the fountain * he 
Of Public Wisdom and of Justice shut 
Wide mourn’d the land Straight to the voted aid 
Free, cordial, largo, of never-faihng source. 

The illegal imposition follow’d harsli, 

With esccration given, or ruthless squeezed 
From an msultcd people, by a band 
Of the worst ruffians, those of tyrant power 
Oppression wallt’d at large, and pour’d abroad 
Her unrelentmg train , mforniei’S, spies, 

Bloodhounds that sturdy Freedom to the grave 
Pursue , projectors of aggrieving schemes. 

Commerce to load for unprotected seas, + 

To sell the starving many to the few, t 

And dram a thousand ways the exliausted land 

E’en from that place, whence healmg Peace should flow, 

Aud Gospel truth, mhuraan bigots shed 

Their poison § round, and on the venal bench, 

Listead of justice, party held the scale, 

And violence the sword. Afflicted yeais. 

Too patient, felt at last their vengeance full 


* PnrUamontB. — f Slilp monev — 

5 Tho raglug hlgli oliurcli Bcrmons ot 
slavish submission to tho court, and o'" r w wio 

thojr call Church and State Purita' ° 


t Charles IT — T 
— T 
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By slianng Tvliat corraption showcr’cl, profiiso , 

By breatlung vado the gay licentious plague, 

And pleasing manners, fitted to deceive. 

“At last subsided tbe debrious joy, 

On Tvboso lugb billow, from tbe saintly reign, 

The nation drove too far A pension’d king, 

Against bis country bribed bj'' Galbc gold , 

The port * permcious sold, the Scjdla since 
And fell Charybdis of the Entisb seas , 

Preedom attack’d abroad, t "with surer blow 
To cut it off at home , tbe saviour league t 
Of Europe broke , the progress e’en advanced 
Of universal 8way,§ winch to reduce 
Such seas of blood and treasure Bntain cost , 

The milbons, by a generous people given, 

Or squander’d \ule, or to corrupt, disgrace, 

And awe tbe land with forces !| not their own 
Employ’d , the darling church herself betray’d ; 

All these, broad glarmg, oped the general eye, 

And waked my spirit, the resisting souL 
“ Mdd was, at first, and half asham’d, the check 
Of senates, shook from the fantastic dream 
Of absolute submission, tenets vile ! 

IVhich slaves would blush to own, and which reduced 
To practice, always honest nature shock. 

Not e’en the mask remov’d, and the fierce front 
Of tyranny disclosed , nor trampled laws , 

* Duhklrlc.— T 

! 'o»3“ncUon with Franco, njrntost tho Batch — T 

I Aniance.— T g Pn^or I;owl 3 SIV —X. 

“ =wndmg army, raised without the consent ol Pariianicnt— T 
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Xor seized each badge of freedom* through the land , 
Nor Sidney bleeding for the unpubhsh’d page , 

Nor on the bench avow’d comiption placed, 

And raurderons rage itself, m Jeflbnes’ form , + 

Nor endless acts of arbitrary power, 

Cmel, and false, cnnld raise the public ami 
Distrustful, scatter’d, of combining cliicfs 
Devoid, and dreading blind rapacious wai, 

Tlic patient pubhc turns not, till iinpell’d 
To the near \crgc of rum Hence I roused 
The bigot hing, i and humed fated on 
Els measures immature But chief his zeal, 
Out-flaniing Borne herself, portentous scared 
The troubled nation Mary’s homd days 
To fanci bleeding rose, and the due glare 
Of Sraithficld lighten’d ui its eyes anew 
Yet Eilenco reign’d Each on another scow'l’d 
Bucfnl amazement, pressing down his rage 
As, mustering vengeance, the deep thunder frowns, 
Awfully still, waiting the high command 
To spnng Straight from his country Europe saved. 

To save Britannia, lo I my darhng son, 

Tlian hero more I the patriot of manland 1 
Immortal Nassau came I hush’d the deep 
By demons roused, and bade the listed winds 5 
Still shiftmg ns behoved, with vanous breath, 


' Tho clinrlors of corporations . — T t Judge Jottbrles — T 

i Jftinoa !n — T 

{ Tho Trinco of Omugo lu his passogo to England, though his fleet had 
been nt flrat dispersed bj n etonn, -nTW afterwards o’ctromcly liwourod by 
soroiol changes of wind — T 
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Waft tliG deliverer to the longuig shore 
See! mdo alive, the foaming channel* hnght 
With swelling sails, and all the piide of Avar, 
Delightful view ! when justice draws the sword j 
And mark I diffusing ardent soul around, 

And sweet contempt of death, my streaming flag i 
E’en adverse navicsj blcss’d the hmdmg gale, 

Kept down the ghd acclaim, and sdent joj’d 
Amved, the pomp, and not the Aiastc, of arms 
His progress mark’d. The faint opposing hoSt§ 
For once, in yielding their best \ictory found. 

And by desertion proved exalted faith , 

While his the bloodless conquest of the heart, 
Shouts AMthont groan, and triumph Aiithont Avar 
“ Then daivu’d the period destined to confine 
The surge of vnld prerogative, to raise 
A mound restraining its unpenous rage, 

And bid the ravmg deep no further flow ' 

Eor were, Avithout that fence, the swalloAv’d state 
Better than Belgian plams Avithout their dykes, 
Sustaining weighty seas This, often saved 
By more than human hand, the pubhc saw, 


■ 


^ f-nsfoni-Tho tWri of November tho-Bcct en 

ihimtbnVw boinecn Calnla lunl Dover, to ttay for tbo 

Here the Prince c^llcdacmmca or ;«• It Is cosy 
In M ^ ® fleet mado Pive or six htmdted ehlps 

nnmberlcsB mrrt tbo English and French shores coverCti vith 

+ Thn ^ , “ sfmek mo oxtromcly — T 

colonrs, and thc^ high^^^^ EncU^h 
tostantErilglon^S'^”™',«^fl^ this motto, »ThePn> 
the hotusB otKassan "Jo Tnnt 'iT “^HnClaad , *’ nnd nndomcath the motto of 
t The Eng]St,iT I ^ Wsintaln.-.llirxv -T 

§ The King’s army — T 
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Aiul PL)7cd the wlute-wing’d moment Pleased'^ to yield 

Destructi\o iiowcr, a. wise heroic prince |- 

E’en lent his aid — ^Thneo hai>pj ! did tliey know 

Their hapiimcss, Britannia’s bounded kings 

^Yhnt though not theirs the boast^ m dungeon glooms, 

To plunge bold freedom, or, to checilcss vilds, 

To drive him from the cordial face of friend , 

Or fierce to strike liim at the nnduight hour, 

B} mandate blmd, not justice, that dehghts 
To dare tho keenest eye of open day 
\Miat though no glory to control the law s, 

And make injunous will tlicir only nilc, 

They deem it “What though, tools of wanton power, 
Pestiferous armies swarm not at their c,dl 
TVhat though they gno not a relentless crow' 

Of cii il furies, proud oppression’s fangs I 
To tear at pleasure tho dejected land, 

TPilh starving laboui painjicring idle w asto 
I'o clothe tho naked, feed tho hungry, wipe 
The guiltless tear from lone nlhiction’s eye , 

To raise hid merit, set the nliunng light 
Of vn tuc lugh to view , to nonnsh arts, 

Direct tho thunder of an injured state, 

Make a whole glorious people smg for joy. 

Bless human-land, and through tho downward depth 

Of future tunes to spread that better sun 

'Which lights up British soul for deeds like these, 

'Xho dazzhng fair caiecr unbounded bes , 

* Bv 11)0 nnl of nights and Uio Act of Succession — T 
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While (still superior bliss !) the dark abrupt 
Is loudly burr’d, the precipice of ilL 
0 luxury dmne 1 0 poor to this, 

Ye giddy glories of despotic thrones ! 

By this, by this indeed, is imaged Heaven, 

By boundless good, mtliout the povrer of ill. 

“ And now behold I exalted as the cope 
^ That swells immense o’er manj -peopled earth, 
And like it free, my fabric stands complete, 

The palace of the Ians. To the four heavens 
Four gates impartial thrown, unceasing cron ds. 
With longs themselves the hearty peasant mix’d, 
Pour urgent in And though to different ranks 
Responsive place belongs, yet equal spreads 
The sheltenng roof o’er nil , while plenty flows, 
And glad contentment echoes round the whole. 

Ye floods, descend ! Ye winds, confirming, blow 1 
Nor outward tempest, nor corrosive tune, 

Nought but the felon undermmmg hand 
Of dark Corruption, can its frame dissolve, ^ 

And lay the tod of ages in the duBt,” 
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TITE PROSPECT. 

CoNTram— Tho author addrossos tho Ooddoss of Ltborty, nrniklng: tho Imppl 
nosB and grandeur of Groat Britain, as arising from Iior Influonco — Sba 
resumes her discourse, and points out the ohlof Virtues nblch are noces. 
snry to maintain her establishment there — Recommends, as its Inst omn 
mont and finishing, Soloncos, Flno Arts, ond Pnbllo 'Works— Tho oncour 
ngoraent of those ui^god from tho oxnmplo of Franco, though under a 
dcsijotto government — Tho wholo conobidoa with a prospect of fiituro 
limes, given by tho Goddess of Liberty this described by tho nuthcr ns 
It passes In vision before him. 

Herb interposing, as tlie Gkiddess paused — 

“Obless’d Britannia I in tby presence bless’d, 

Tbou guardian of mankind ! whence spnng, aloue, 

All human grandeur, happiness, and fame , 

For toil, by thee protected, feels no pain. 

The poor man’s lot with milk and honey flows , 

And, gilded with thy rayu, even death looks gay 
Let other lands the potent blessings boast 
Of more exaltmg suns Let Asia’s woods, 

Untended, yield the vegetable fleece , 

And lot tho little insect-artist form, 

On higher life intent, its silken tomb 

Let wondering rocks, m radiant birth, disclose 

The various tmetured children of the sun. 

From the prone beam let more debcious fruits, 

A flavour dnnk, that in one piorcmg taste 
Bids each combine. Let GaUio vinoyarcls burst 
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With floods of joy, intb. mild balsamic juico 
The Tuscan ohve Let Ainbia breathe 
Her spicy gales, her vital gums distiL 
Turbid lYith gold, let southern nvors flow ; 

And onent floods draw soft, o’er pearls, tneii mare 
Let Afnc vaunt her treasures ; let Peni 
Deep in her bowels her own rum breed, 

Tlie yellow traitor that her bliss betray’d,— 

UncquaH’d bhss and to iinequaU’d ingo 

Yet nor the gorgeous East, nor golden Soutli, 

ITor, m full prune, that new discovei’d world, 
Where flames the falhug day, ui wealth and praise, 
Shall with Britannia vie , while. Goddess, she 
Derives her praise from thee, her matchless charms. 
Her hearty fruits the hand of freedom own , 

And warm inth culture, her thick clusteruig fields 
Piohfic teem Etenial verdure crowns 
Her meads , her gardens smilo eternal spring 
She gives the hunter-horse, unquell’d by tod, 

Ardent to rush into the rapid chase , 

She, whitening o’er her downs, diffusive, pours 
■Unnumher’d flocks she weaves the fleecy roho, ‘ 
That wraps the nations she, to lusty droves, ' 
The richest pasture spreads , and, licrs, deep wave 
Autumnal sens of pleasing plenty round 
These her dehghts , and by no bmefiil herb, 

No dartmg tiger, no gnra hon’s glare, 

No fierce-dcscendmg wolf, no serpent i oil’d 
In spires immense progressive o’ei tho land, 
Disturb’d. Enlivening these, add cities, full 
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And English ment liers, where meet, comhined, 
Whnte’er high fancy, sound judicions thought, 

An ample generous heart, undrooping soul, 

And firm tenacious valour can bestow. 

Great nurse of fruits, of flocks, of commerce, she ' 
Great nurse of men I by thee, 0 Goddess, taught, 
Her old renown I trace, disclose her source 
Of wealth, of grandeur, and to Britons sing 
A strain the Sfuses never toucli’d before 

But how shall this thy mighty kingdom stand ? 
On what unyielding base 1 how finish’d shmo ? ” 


At this her eye, collecting all its fire, 

Bcamd more than human, and her awful voice, 
Majestic thus she raised “ To Britons bear 
This closing strain, and with mtenser note 
Loud let It sound in their awaken’d ear 
On virtue can alone my kingdom stand, 

On pubhc virtue, every virtue join’d. 

For, lost this social cement of manlond, 

The greatest empires, by scarce felt degrees, " 
Will moulder soft away, till, tottering loose. 
They, prone at last, to total rum rush 
Hnbless’d by virtue, government a league 
^comes, a cuclmg junto of the great. 

To rob by law , rebgion mild, a yoke 

io tame the stoopmg soul, a trick of state 

o mask their rapine, and to share the prey 
reason £re», 

TOKO and heart are Bold I 
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"Wliat 1)00316(1 freedom, save a sounding name 1 
And Tvliat election, but a market vile 
Of slaves self-barter’d ? Virtue ! •without thee, 

There is no rubng eye, no nerve, in states , 

IVar has no vigour, and no safety peace , 

E’en justice warps to party, laws oppress, 

Wide through the land their weak protection fails. 

First broke the balance, and then scorn’d the sword 
j Thus nations smk, society dissolves , 

Eapmo and gmle and violence break loose. 

Everting life, and turning love to gall , 
ilan hates the face of man, and Indian woods 
And Libya’s hissing sands to him are tame. 

" By those three virtues be the frame sustain’d 
Of Bntish freedom independent life , 

Integnty in oflice , and, o’er all 
Supreme, a passion for the commonweal 

“ Had I Independence, had I Heaven’s next best gift, 
To that of life and an immortal soul 1 
The life of life 1 that to the banquet high 
And sober meal gives taste, to the bo'w’d roof 
Fair-dream’d repose, and to the cottage charms 
Of public freedom, had, thou secret source ! 

Whoso streams, from every quarter confluent, form 
My better Nile, that nurses human life. 

By nils from thee deduced, irnguous, fed. 

The private field looks gay, "with nature’s wealth 
Abundant flows, and blooms ■with each delight 
Tliat nature craves Its liappy master there. 

The only freeman, walks his pleasing roimd , 
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Sweefc-featurcd peace attenchn" ; fearless tnitlr, 

Firm resolution , goodness, blessing all 
That can rejoice , contentment, surest friend J 
And, still fresh stores from nature’s boot derived 
Philosophy, companion ever ner. 

These cheer his rural, and sustain or fire 
^Yhen into action call’d, his busy hours 
Meantime, tnie-judging modemto desires. 

Economy and taste, combuied direct 
HiS clear affairs, and from debauching fiends 
Secure his bttlc kingdom Xor can those 
Whom fortune heaps, without these virtues reach 
That truce with pam, that animated ease. 

That self-enjoyment springing from within. 

That independence, active or retired. 

Which make the soundest bliss of man below 
But, lost beneath the rubbish of their means, 

And dram’d by wants to nature all unknomi, 

A wandenng, tasteless, gaily wretched train, 

Though nch, are beggars, and though noble, slaves. 

“Lo 1 damn’d to wealth, at what a gross expense 
They purchase disappointment, pain, and shame 
Instead of hearty hospitable cheer, 

See ! how the hell with brutal not flows , 

While m the foaming flood, fermenting, steep’d, 

The countiy maddens into party rage. 

Mark ! those disgraceful piles of wood and stone , 
^ose parks and gardens, where, his haunts betnmm’d 
^d nature by presumptuous art oppress’d. 

The woodland gemus mourns. See 1 the fuU board 
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That steams disgust, and bowls that give no joy , 
No truth invited there, to feed the mind. 

Nor wit, the wine rejoicing reason quafis 
Hark 1 how the dome with insolence resounds. 
With those retmn’d by varaty to scare 
Kepose and fnends To tyrant fashion, mark ! 

The costly worship paid , to the broad gaze 
Of fools From still delusive day to daj’^, 

Led an eternal round of lying hope, 

See ! self abandon’d, how they roam adrift, 

Dash’d o’er the town, a miserable wreck ! 

Then to adore some waibhng eunuch turn’d, 

With Midas’ cars they crowd , or to the buzz 
Of masquerade unblushing , or, to shew 
Their, scorn of nature, at the tragic scene 
They mirthf id at, or prove the comic true 
But, chief, behold ! around the rattling board, 

The civd robbers ranged , and e’en the fair, ' 
The tender fair, each sweetness laid aside, 

As fierce for plunder as all-hcensed troops 
In some sack’d city Thus dissolved their wealth, 
Without one generous luxury dissolved. 

Or quarter’d on it many a needless want. 

At the throng'd levee bends the venal tribe , 

With fair but faithless smdes each ■varnish’d o’er. 
Each smooth as those that mutually deceive. 

And for their falsehood each despising each , 

Till shook their patron by the wmtry ivinds. 

Wide flies the ■wither’d shower, and leaves him bare- 
O far Bupenor Afnc’s sable sons, 
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By merchant pilfer’d, to these •wilhng slaves I 
And rich, as unsqueezed favourite, to them. 

Is he who can his virtue boast alone ! 

“ Britons ! be firm * — nor let corruption sly 
Twme round your heart indissoluble chains ! 
The steel of Brutus burst the grosser bonds 
By CiEsar cast o’er Borne , but stiU remain’d 
The soft enchanting fetters of the mind. 

And other Ciesars rose Determined, hold 
Your mdependence , for, that once destro 3 ^d, 
XJnfounded, Freedom is a mormng dream. 

That fiits aenal from the spreading eye ' 

Forbid it. Heaven 1 that ever I need urge 
Integnty m office on my sons 1 

Inculcate common honour not to rob 

And whom ?— the gracious, the confidmg hand. 
That lavishly rewards 1 the toiling poor, 

IVhose cup with many a bitter drop is mix’d , 
The guardian pubhc , every face they see, 

And every fnend , nay, m effect themselves 
As m famihar life, the villam’s fate 
Admits no cure , so, when a desperate age 
At this arrives, I the devoted race 
Inffignant spurn, and hopeless soar away 
But, ah too htlle known to modem tunes 1 
^ not the noblest passion past unsung , 
ihat ray pecuhar, from unbounded love 
Bffused, which kmdles the heroic soul, 

evotaon to the pubhc. Glonous flame! 
Celestial ardour I m what unknown Worlds. 
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iVofiiPclj scatter’d tlirougli tho blue inimcusc, 

Hast thou been blc'ising injnnds, since in Rome, 
Old Mrtuous Rome, so jiiany deathless names 
From thee their lustre dren 1 since, taught by thee, 
Their poi erty ]mt splendour to tho blush, 

Pnui grew hminou"?, and e’en death delight 1 
0 Viilt thou ne’er, in thj long penod, look, 

\Vith blare direct, on tins my last retreat? 

“ Tjs not enougli, from self, right understood, 
Reflected, that thy raj s inflame the heart 
Though virtue not disdains appeals to self, 

Oreads not tlic trial , all Jicr jojs are true, 

Kor is there any real joy save hers 
Far less tho tepid, the declaiming race. 

Foes to corruption, to its wages friends. 

Or those uhom pna ate passions, for a avlnlc, 

Beneath my standard list, can thej suflico 
To raise and fix tlio glory of my reign ? 

“An active flood of itmacrsal loae 
Must sn ell tho breast First, in cfiusion v ido, 

’fho restless spirit roves creation round. 

And seizes c\cry being , stronger tbeu 
It tends to life, whato’er the kindred seal eh 
Of bliss nlbcs , then, more collected still. 

It urges human kind j a passion grown, 

At last, the central parent public calls 
Its utmost cQoi t fortb, awakes each sense, 
nio comely, grand, and tender Without this, 

This awful pant, shook from sublimcr powers 
Than those of self, tins Ileaa cn-infused delight, 
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This moral gravitatjoD, ruslung prone 
To press the public good, my system soon, 

Traverse, to several selfish, centres drawn, 

■Wdl reel to rain while for ever shut 
Stand the bright portals o£ desponding fame. 

“ Erom sordid self shoot up up sinning deeds, 

None of those ancient lights that gladden earth, 

Give grace to being, and arouse the brave 
To just ambition, virtue’s qmckemng fire * 

Life tedious grows, an idly bustling round, 

Fill’d up with actions animal and mean, 

A dull gazette > The impatient reader scorns 
The poor historic page , till kindly comes 
Obhviou, and redeems a people’s shame 
Not 80 the times when, emnlation-stnng, ' 

Greece shone in gemus, science, and in arts, 

And Rome in virtnes dreadful to be told ! 

To hve was glory then ! and charm’d manldiid, 

Through the deep periods of devolving time, 

Those, raptured, copy , these, astonish’d, read. 

‘‘True, a corrupted state, inth every vice 
And every meanness fonl, this passion damps. 

Who can, unshock’d, behold the cruel eye 1 
The pale inveigling smile t the ruffian front 1 
The wretch abandon’d to relentless self, 

Equally vile if miser or profuse ? “ - - 

Powers not of Gtod, assiduous to corrupt ? 

The fell deputed tyrant, who devours , 

The poor and weak,* at distance from redress ? 

' lord JToleirsvorth, In hU account of DonmarV, kqt, “ It la oUsm ed -that 
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Delinous faction bellowing loud my name ? 

The false fair-seeming pntiiot’s hollow boast 1 
A race resolved on bondage, fierce for chains, 

My sacred rights a merchandise alone 
Esteeming, and to voile their feedei-’s voU 
By deeds, a honor to maulaud, prepared, 

As were the dregs of Romulus of old ? 

"Wbo these indeed can undctesting see I' - 
But who unpitiing? to the generous eye 
Distress is virtue , and, though self-bet ray VI, 

A people stniggbng vuth their fate must louso 
The hcio’s throb Nor can a land, at once. 

Bo lost to virtue quite How glonous then ! 

Fit luxurj'- for gods 1 to save the good, 

Protect the feeble, dash bold vice aside, 

Depress the wicked, and restore the fraiL 
Posterity, besides ' the young arc pure, 

And sons may tinge their father’s cheek with shama 
“Should then the time arrive (which Heaven avert ') 
That Batons bend imucrved, not by the force 
Of arms, more generous and more manly, quell’d. 

But by coiTuption’s soul-dejecting arts, 

Arts impudent ! and gross ! by their oivn gold, 

In part bestow’d, to bribe them to give alL 
With party ragmg, or immersed m sloth, 

I Should they Bntannia’s well fought laurels yield 

To silly conquering Gaul , e’en from her brow 

limited tDonfttcliIca nnd coiuinonwoftltbfl, a nolgbbouihood to tlio scat of 
0 govommoht Is advantagoous to tho subjeota » ■wbllat tlio distfuit provinces 
arc lose thriving, nnd moro Uablo to oppression ’ — T 
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Let her own naval oak he basely tom, 

By such as tremble at the stiflening gale, 

And nerveless sink while others sing rejoiced , 

Or (darker prospect ! scarce one gleam behind 
Disclosing) should the broad comiptivo plague > 
Breathe from the city to the furthest hut, 

That sits serene mtlun the forest shade , 

The fever'd people fire, inflame their wants, 

And their luxunous thirst, so gathenng rage, 

That, were a buyer found, they stand prepared 
To sell their birthnght for a coohng draught , 
Should shameless pens for plain corruption plead, 
The hired assassms of the commonweal I 
Deem’d the declaiming rant of Greece and Borne, 
Should pubhc virtue grow the public scof^ 

Till pnvate, fuihug, staggers through the land , 
im round the city loose mechanic want, 

Dire prowlmg nightly, makes the cheerful haunts 
Of men more hideous than Numidinn ivildB, 

Nor from its fury sleeps the vale in peace, 

And murders, horrors, peijuncs abound , 

Nay, tdl to lowest deeds the highest stoop , 

The nch, like starving wretches, thirst for gold , 
And those, on whom tho vernal showers of Heaven 
All-bounteous fall, and tbat pnmc lot bestow, 

A power to bvo to nature and tbemselves, 

In sick attendance wear their anxions days, 

With fortune, joyless, and with hononrs, mean 
Meantime, perhaps, profusion flows around, • 

The waste of war, without the works of peace. 
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No mark of millioiis m the gulf absorb’d 
Of iincreating nee, none but the rage 
Of roused corruption still demanding more. 

That every portion, which (by faithful skill 
Employ’d) might make the smiling public rear 
Her ornamented head, drill’d through the hands 
Of mercenary tools, serves but to nurse 
A locust band witliin, and m the bud 
Leaves starved each work of dignity aud use 
“I paint the worst But should these times amvo. 
If any nobler passion yet remain, 

Let aU mj sons all parties flmg aside, 

. Despise their nonsense, and together jom , 

Let worth and virtue, scornmg low despair, 

Everted full, from every quarter shme, 

Gommix’d in”heighten’d blaze. Light flash’d to 
light. 

Moral, or mtellectual, more mtense 
By ginug glows As on pure winter’s eve, 

Gradual, the stars cflrulgo , famter, at first, 

JThey, stiagghng, rise , but when the radiant Jiost, 

In thick profusion pour’d, slime out immense, 

Each castmg vivid influence on each. 

From pole to pole a ghttcring deluge plays. 

And worlds above rejoice, and men below 
“But why to Britons this saipcrfluous stram ? — 
Good-nature, honest truth e’en somewhat blunt. 

Of crooked baseness ah indignant scorn, 

A zeal uujueldmg in their country’s cause. 

And ready bounty, wont to dwell with them — 
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Nor only wont — ^wide o’er tlie jiud diffused, 
lu many a bless’d retirement <itill they dwell 
“ To softer prospect turn w e now tlie e lev , 

To laurell’d science, arts, and piiLlic v oris, > 
llat lend my finish’d f tbnc comely pnde, 

Grandeur and grace Of Eullen genius he ! 

Cursed bj the Muses 1 b> the Graccs'loathcd’ 

MTio deems beneath the public's lugh regard 
These last enlivening tonclics of my reign 
Howcicr puff’d mth power, and gorged mlh wcaltli, 
A nation be , let trade enormous nsc, 

Let East and South them mingled treasures pour 
T-dl, swcll’d impetuous, the corrupting flood 
Burst o’er the city and devour the Land, 

Yet these neglected, these recording arts, 

Wealth rots, a nuisance , and, oblivious sunk. 

That nation must another Carthago he. 

If not by them, on monumental brass. 

On sculptured marble, on the deathless page, 
Impress’d, renown had left no trace behind^ 

In vain, to future tunes, the sage had thought, 

The legislator plann’d, the hero found 
A beauteous deatli, the patriot toil’d in vain 
The awarders they of Fame’s umaortnl wre.ith. 

They rouse ambition, tbey the mind esalt, 

Give great ideas, lovely forms infuse, 

Debght the general eye, and, dress’d by them, 

The moral Venus glows with double charms. 

" Science, my dose associate, still attends 
Where er I go Sometunes, in simple guise, 
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She walks tlie farrow "VAatli tlio cousiil-swaju, 
TTluspenDg miletter’d A\isdom to the heait, 

Direct, or, soniotiiues, lu the pompous lobe 
Of fancy dress’d, she charms Athemnu wits, 

And a whole sapient city round her bums. 

Then o’er her brow ilmerva’s terrors nod , 

With Xenophon, sometimes, in dire extremes. 

She bieathes dehbeiate soul, and makes retreat ^ 
UuequaU’d glory w'lth the Theban sage, 
Epammondas, lirst and best of men 1 
Sometimes she bids the deep-embattled host. 

Above the vulgar reach, resistless form’d, 

March to sure conquest — ^nerer gam’d befoie It 
Nor on tbe treacherous seas of giddy state 
Unskilful she when the tnumphaut tide 
Of high-swoln empue ueais one bomidless smde, 

Aid the gale tempts to neu pursuits of fame, 
Sombtimes, with Scipio, she collects her sad, 

And seeks the bhssful shore of rurM ease. 

Where, but the Aonian maids, no sirens smg , 

Or shonld the deep brew’d tempest muttenng use, 
While rocks and shoals perfidious lurk around. 

With Tidly she hei wide-revivmg hght ^ 

To senates holds , a Catihne confounds. 

And saves a whde from Caesar sinking Borne. 

The tanous Eetreafc of tho Ten Ihoustuid wns chioHy conducted hy Xeno- 
phon. —T. 

t Epamlnondas, nfter having beat the Lncoilomonlans and their aUles, in 
tho hnttio of Lcuolm, made an Incursion, at tho head of a powerful army, 

into fjaconla. It was now she hundred yonra since tho Donaua had possessed 

this country, and in nU that time tho face of an enemy had not been ao n 
w thin tholr torritorios — ^PliJtaech in Agesilaut — ^T 
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Sucli tlie loud power, wlxose piercing eye dissolves 

Eacli mental fetter, and sets reason free , 

For me inspinng an enbgMen’d zeal, 

The more tenacious as the more convinced 

How happy freemen, and how wretched slaves 

To Britons not unhnown, to Batons full 

The Goddess spreads her stores, the secret soul 

That qmckens trade, the breath unseen that wafts 

To them the treasures of a balanced world 

But finer arts (save what the Muse has sung. 

In danng fhght, above all modem wing,) 

Heglected droop the head , and pubhc works, “ 

Broke by corruption into private gam, 

Hot ornament, disgrace , not serve, destroy 

“ Shall Batons, by their own joint wisdom mled 

Beneath one Boyal Head, whose vital power 

Connects, enlivens, and exerts the whole , 

In finer arts, and pubhc works, shall they 

■n """t^vield ? yield to a land that bends 
Depress’d, als ,, , , 

„ . \ud broke, beneath the will of one ? 

Of one who, it , 

Dr tyrant paj"®'^^ nnkmgly thirst of gold, 
Calls locnst-arX'''’ ambition, prompt. 

Drains from its ^ 

His own insatiate ly 
To the lone desert 
Or into dungeons 
Indignant, bursting, 

All other hcence scorn 

Oh shame to think ' shaW ® ^ , 

\ Batons, in the field 
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TJnconquer’d stiJ], tlie better ]aiucl lose ? 

E’en in that monarch’s reign,* i\ho vainly dreamt, 
By giddy power, betray’d, and flatter’d pride, 

To grasp unbounded sway, Tikde, swarming round. 
His anmes dared all Europe to the field , 

'Bo hostile hands while treasure flow’d profnse, 

And, that great source of treasure, subjects’ blood, 
Inhuman squander’d, siclcen’d every land , 

From Bntain, chief, while my superior sons. 

In vengeance rushing, dash’d lus idle hopes, 

And bade his agonising heart be low 
Ecu then, as in the golden calm of peace, 

What pubhc works, at home, what arts arose I 
Wliat vanous science shone ! what genius glow’d I 
“’Tis not for mo to paint, diffusive shot 
O'er fair extents of land, the sliming road , 

The flood compollmg arch , the long canal, + 
Through mountains piercing and umtmg seas , 

The domoj resounding sweet with infant joy, 

From famme saved, or cruel-handed shame , 

And thatj wliero valour counts lus noble scars , 

Tlio land wheio social pleasure loves to dwell. 

Of the fierce demon, Qotluc duel, freed , 

The lobber from his furthest forest chased , 

The turbid city clear’d, aud, by degrees, 

Into suie peace, the best pohee, refined, 
Magmficence, and grace, and decent joy 
Let Gallic bards record, how honour’d arts, 

* Lewis XlV —T t The Oannl ot LaDguodoo.— T 

t TLo liospitals for foundllnffs and invalids — T 
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And science, by despotic bounty blessed. 

At distance flourish’d from mj parcnl'Cyo: 

Ecstoring ancient taste, bow Boileau rose , 

How the big Eoman soul shoolc, in Corneille, 

The trembling stege , lu elegant Eacinc, 

How the more pon erful, though luoro humble i oiCo 
Of nature painting Greece, resistless, breathed 
The whole awaken’d heai-t , hon Mohere’s scene, 
Ohastiscd and regular, with well-judged wit, 

Not scatter’d wild, and natuo humour, graced, 

Was life itself, to pubbe liouours raised, 

How learning in warm seimnarics'^ spread , 

And, more foi glory than the small reward, 

How emulation strove , how their pure tongue 
Almost obtain’d what was denied their arras , 

From Home, a while, how Painting, courted long, 
With Poussin came , ancient design, that hfts 
A fairer front, and looks another soul , 

How the land art, + that, of unvalued price, 

The famed and only picture, easy, gives, 

Ecfiued her touch, and, through the shadow’d piece. 
All the hvo spint of the pamter pour’d , 

Coyest of arts, how Sculpture northward deign’d 
A look, and bade her Qirardon arise , 

How laiush grandeur blazed , the barren waste, 
Astonish’d, saw the sudden palace swell, 

And fountains spout amid its aiid shades 
For leagues, bright vistas openmg to the vieiv. 


' Tho Acadomioa of Sctonccs, of the BcUca Lottro^ imd ofralntlu" — T 
t I ng^n^lne— T 


lilBERrS- I 

How forests in majestic gardens smiled , * 

How menial arts, by then* gay sisters taugbt, 

Wove the deep flowei, tlie blooming fobago train’d 
In joyous figures o’er tbe silky lawn, 

The palace cheei-’d, illumed tbe stoned wall, 

And nuth tbe pencil vied the glowmg loom + 

These laurels, Lewis, by the droppmgs raised 
Of thy profusion, its'disbonour shade. 

And, green through futme times, shall bind thy brou 
While the vam honours of perfidious war 
A^itheriabhorr’d, or in oblivion lost 
With what prevaibng vigour had they shot. 

And stole a deeper root, by the full tide 
Of war-sunk milbons fed ? Supenor still. 

How had they branch’d luxuriant to the skies, 

Hi Bi^tam planted, by the potent juice 
Of Hreedom swell’d 1 Forced is the bloom of arts, 

A false uncertam spring, when Bounty gives, 

,Weak without me, a transitory gleam 
Hair shme the slippery days,-enticmg skies 
Of favour smile, and courtly breezes blou , 

Till arts, betray’ d, trust to the flattering air 
Their tender blossom , then mabguant rise 
The blights of Envj^, of those msect cloudc, 

That, bliistmg merit, often cover courts , 

Hay, should, perchance, some loud hlmcenas aid 

Tho Palaco of Vcrsnillcs, onu of tho licaA lest nnd Tig-hest piles of niMonry 
u Eurc^c mid Its pmk, ivlicro tllo londscniio gnrdonor 1ms sliown lila nppre- 
clitlon of imturnl Ticauty liy constructing Inbyrlntbs of clipped dm hedges 
nnd ponds flllod -with hronzo hogs nnd spouting dmgons 
t Tho tiipostry of tho GoheUns — T 
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The doubtful beamiugs of has pnnco’s soul, 

His -wavering ardour fix, and unconfined 
Diffuse his -warm beneficence around, 

Tet death, at last, and -wintry tyrants come, 

Each sprig of genius lolling at the root. 

But when with me imperial Bounty joms, 

Wide o’er the pubhc blows eternal spring , 

While mingled autumn every harvest pours 
Of every land , whate’er Invention, Art, 

Creating Tod, and Nature can produce ” 

Here ceased the Goddess, and her ardent wmgs. 
Dipt in the colours of tho heavenly bow. 

Stood wa-ving radiance round, for sudden flight 
Prepared, when thus, impatient, burst my prayer 
“ 0 forming hght of life > 0 better sun I 
Sun of mankmd I by whom the cloudy north, 
Subhmed, not en-vies Languedocian slaes, 

Thal^ unstam’d ether all, diffusive smile 
WheP shall we call these ancient laurels our si 
And when thy work complete 1 ” Straight -with her 
hand. 

Celestial red, she touch’d my darken’d eyes 
As at the touch of day the shades dissolve, 

So quick, methought, the misly cucle clear’d. 

That dims the da-wn of bemg here below 
The future shone disclosed, and, in long -new, 

Bnght nsmg eras instant rush’d to hght. 

“They come I great Goddess 1 I the tunes behold ' 
The times our fathers, m the bloody field, 

Bhve earn’d so dear, and, not -with less renown. 
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In tlio -warm straggles of the senate fight 
The times I see 1 A\hoso glory to snpplj, 
l^or toiling ages, Commerce round the world 
Has Wing’d umnmiber’d sails, and from each laud 
^faknals heap’d, that, well einploj’d, with Rome 
Might vie our grandeur, and with Greece our art 
* IiO 1 Princes I behold ' contriving still, 

And still conducting firm some bra\e design, 

Kings 1 that the narrow jojless circle scoin, 

Burst the blockade of false designing men, 

Of treacherous smiles, of adulation, fell, 

And of the blinding clouds around them tinowm 
Their court rejoicing nulhous, ^Yo^th, alone, 

And Virtue dear to them , their best delight. 

In just proportion, to give general joy, 

Tlicir jealous care tliy kingdom to maintain , 

The public glory theirs , unsparing love 
Their endless treasure , and their deeds then prai'se 
With thee they work Nought can resist your force , 
Life feels it quickening m her dark retreats , 

Strong spread the blooms of Genius, Science, Art , 
Ills bashful bounds disclosmg Mont breaks , 

And, big with fruits of glory, Virtue blows 
Expansive o’er the land Another lace 
Of generous j outh, of patiiot sires, I see ' 

Not those vain insects fluttering in the bki^e 
Of court, and ball, and play, those venal souls. 
Corruption s veteran unreleating bauds. 

That, to their vices slaves, can ne’er be free 
“I sec the foimtains pnigcd 1 avhence life denves 
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A clear or tnibid flow, seo Ae young imnd 
Not fed impure by cbance, by flattery fool’d, 
Or by scbolnstic jargon bloated proud, 

But fill’d and uourisb’d by the bglit of truth 


Then, beam’d through fancy the refining ray, 

An d pouring on the heart, the passions feel 
At once informing light and moving flame 
Till moral, pubhc, graceful action crowns 
The whole. Behold 1 the fan contention glows, 

In all that mind or body can adorn, 

And form to bfe. Instead of barren heads, 

Barbanan pedants, wranghng sons of pride, 

And tinth-perplexiug metaphj sic wits, 

Men, patnots, chiefs, and citizens are form’d 
“Lo ! Justice, hke the hberal hght of Heaieii, 
Unpurchased shines on all , and from her beam 
Appalling guilt, retire the savage crew, 

That prowl amid the darkness they themselves 
Have thrown around the laws. Oppression gneves , 
See I how her legal fuiies bite the hp 
While Yorkes and Talbots their deep snares detect, 
And seize swift justice through the clouds they raise 
“See ! social Lahoiur hfts his guarded head. 

And men not yield to government m vain 
From the sure laud is rooted ruffian force, 

And, the leivd nurse of villains, idle waste , 

Lo 1 raised their haunts, down dash’d their maddening 
howl, 

A nation’s poison ' heauteous order reigns ’ 

Manly submission, mnmposing toil, 
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Trade without guile, civility that marks 
From the foul herd of brutal slaves thy song, 
And fearless peace Or shonld affronting war 
To slow but dreadful vengeance rouse the just, 
Unfading fields of freemen I behold ' 

That know, with their own proper arm, to guard 
Their own bless’d isle against a leaguing ivoild 
Despamng Gaid her boding youth restrains, 
Dissolved her dream of universal sway , 

The winds .ind seas are Britain’s wide domain , 
And not a sad, but by permission, spreads 
“Lo I swarming southward, on rejoicing suns 
Gay colomes estend , the calm retreat 
Of undeserved distress, the better home 
Of those whom bigots chase from foreign lands. 
Noi budt on rapme, servitude, and woo, 

And in their turn some petty tyrant’s piey , 

But, bound by social Freedom, firm they nse , 
Such as, of late, an Oglethorpe has form’d, 

And, crowding round, the chaim’d Savannah sees 
“ Horrid with want and misery, no more 
Our streets the tender passenger afflict 
Nor shivering age, nor sickness without friend, 

Or home, or bed to bear his burnmg load, 

Hot agonising mfant, that ne’er earn’d 
Its gudtless pangs, I see 1 the stores, profuse, 
"Winch British bounty has to these assign'd, 

Ho more the sacrdegious not swell 
Of cannibal devourera I nght applipd, 

Ho starving wretch the Land of freedom stains 
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If poor, emplojTuent finds ; if old, denianda, 

If sick, if maim’d, Ins miseniblc duo , 

And will, if young, repay the fondest care. 

Sweet sets the sun of stormy life, and sweet 
The motmiig shines, in Merc>'’8 dons array’d 
Lo I how they rise ' these famihes of Hear en ! 

That ’ chief,® (but w'hy— ye bigots ' — ^uhj so latcl) 
"Where blooms and warbles glad a rising age , 

"What smiles of praiso ! and, while their song ascends. 
The listenmg seraph lays lua lute aside 
“ Hark, the gay muses raise a nobler strain, 

With active nature, warm impassion’d tnith. 

Engaging fable, lucid ordci^ notea 
Of various string, and heartfelt image fill’d 
Behold I I SCO the dread dcbghtful school 
Of temper’d passions, and of polish’d life, 

Restored behold ! the well dissembled scene 
Calls from cmbelhsh’d eyes the Ioa cly tear, 

Or bghts up mirth in modest cheeks again 
Lo ! vanish’d monstci-land Lo 1 driven away 
Those that Apollo’s sacred walks profane , 

Their wild creation scatter’d, where a world 
Unknown to nature, Chaos more confused, 

O’er the brute scene its Orang-Outangs pours , f 
Detested forms 1 that, on the mmd impress’d, 

Corrupt, confound, and harbariso an age. 

“Behold 1 all thine agam the Sister-Aits, 

• Tho FoijnaUng Hospital — 

t A orentnro 'wliloh, of nil bmlcs, toosI roEcmtilca man — Seo l)r Tsti u’i 
tnallso on thU nnlmal — 
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Thy graces tlioj , Lmt an Ji irmoinoiis dtincc 
Nursed hy the treasure from a nation drain’d 
TJicir Avoiks to purcliasc, they to nobler rouse 
TTieir untamed genius, then unfetter’d thought, 

Of pompous tjTants, and of dreaming monlvS, 

The gaudy tools, aud prisoners, no more 
“Lo ' numerous domes a Burlington confess 
For lungs and senates fit, the palace see I 
'ilic temple breathing a religious awe , 

E’en framed uath elegance the plaui retreat, 

Tlio private dwelling Certain in his aim, 

Taste, never idly working, saves expense 
“ Sec ! sylvan scenes, where Art alone pretends 
To dress her mistress, and disclose her cbnms, 

Sucli as a Pope in miniature has sheuu , 

A Bathunt o’er the uddeiung foiest t spreads , 

And such as form a Bichmond, Cliismcl^ Stow c 
“August, around, what pubhc works I see 1 
Lo I stately streets, lo I squares that court the bree/e, 
In spite of those to w horn pertains the care, 
Ingulfing more tlian founded Homan ways 
Lo 1 ray’d from cities o’er the brigliton’d Iniid, 
Conneefemg sea to sea, the solid road. 

Lo ! the proud aich (no vile exactor’s stand) 

With easy sweep bestrides the chasmg fiood. 

See 1 long canals, and deepen’d nvors join 
Each part with each, aud ivith the circhiig mam 
Tlio whole enliven’d isle Lo ! ports expand. 
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Free .is the viiids and ■uaves, their shelteun;? nrm<i. 
Lo 1 streaming coinfoifc o’er the troubled deep, 

On everj' pointed coast the lighthouse towel's , 

Andj by the bioad imperious mole repell’d, 

Hailv I how the baffled storm indignant roars." 

As thick to new these vaned ponders rose, 
Shook all mj soul iiith transport, nnassurca 
The Vision biokc , and, on mv waking cjo 
Hush d the still ni ns of dejected Hoitip 
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- — - F' tAiiUn fturle'i* WlfTo niolcil 
Qjo-i Co-ty— 'rd inoliis jtni Atntcfimpoin.ro iliic'i r- 
Furt mlhl tifti rlintU jxrni oonmilysa lutlls 
Vnltirstc ftifptn, «Rlqiioha.'<j<licIto vcxlro 
Veil (111 Inipcriiim P"IajI, fnimnxiuo trldciitim, 

KM nllil rorio dntiiin Vinaiu 

As on the Ecn beat eborc Bnlnnnia Bat, 

Of Iter dcjjeucralt! Bons the faded fame, 

Deep in licr niiiious heart, revohnng s.id 
B-ire was licr Ibrobbnig bosom to the gale, 

That, hn irsc and hollow, from the bleak surge blew , 
IjOoso flow'd her tresses , rent her azuio robo 
TIung o’er the deep , from licr majestic blow 
She tore the Innrel, and she tore the bay, 

Nor ceased the copious gnef to bathe her cheek. 

Nor censed her sobs to murmur to the main 

Pence discontented mgb, dcjiaiting, strclcli’d 

Tier dove like wings , and War, tbougli greatly roused, 

• ruWIslicd In 1>E0 Alin !oa Is uinao In tho poem to tlio invcslltnro ol 
CibroltnrbrBpiinlnlTer During l727-lT2P,uol-rnii6tnrUlnfflliatiipencoliad 
been putclicil up, tho BismlAli flc"! continued to obstruct oiir trade nnd make 
prlrcACf »hJp' »,MIIn"'ijndcr lliornglhli flag In the mldAtoftbo cxdtcmuit 
cccatlonod bj tlicjo lunolout proceeding*, tho poem npiicaicd, and mot Adth a 
*acc«t.AA\lilch mol ru jeadew find it dlQicuU to understand 
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Yet mourns Ins fetter’d liands "Wlnle thus the queen 
Of nations spote , and what she said the muse 
Eecorded, faithful, in unbidden verse, 

“ E’en not yon sail, that, from the sky-mix’d wave, 
Dawns on the sight, and wafts the Eoyal Youth,* 

A freight of future glory to my shore , 

E’en not the flattermg view of golden days, 

And nsin" periods yet of bnght renown. 

Beneath the Parents, and their endless hno 
Through late revolvmg time, can soothe my rage , 
While, nnchastised, the insulting Spaniard dares 
Infest the trading flood, full of vain war 
Despise my navies, and my merchants- seize, 

As, trustmg to false peace, they fearless roam 
The world of waters wild , made, by the toil. 

And liberal blood of glonous ages, mme 
Not bursts my deeping thunder on their head 
Whence this unwonted patience % this weak doubt 1 
Tina tame beseeching of rejected peace 1 
This meek forbearance 1 this unnative fear. 

To generous Bntous never known before 1 
And sail’d my fleets for this , on Indian tides 
To float, inactive, with the veenng winds 1 
The mockery of war I while hot disease, 

And sloth distemper’d, swept off hummg crou ds, 

For action ardent , and amid the deep, 

Inglonons, sunk them m a watery grave. 

There now they he beneath the rolhng flood. 

Far from their friends, and country, nnavenged , 

• Fr<!(lericfe,rniicoorWoI<a then MelyntriTci— T. 
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And bick tlio drooping ^nr sbip comes again, 
Dispirited and fcliin , her sons ashamed 
Thus idly to review their native shore, 

With not one glory spaikliug in their eye. 

One tnumph on their tongue A passenger, 

The Mohited merchant comes along. 

That far sought uealth, for which the noxious gale 
Ho drew, and s\\ cat beneath equator suns. 

By lawless force detain’d, a foico that soon 
Would melt auay, and every spoil resign. 

Were once the British lion heaid to roar 
Whence is it that the proud ibeuau thus, 

111 their own veil asserted clement. 

Dares rouse to wrath the masters of the main ? 

Who told him, (hat the big incumbent war 
Would not, ere this, have roll’d his trombhng poits 
In smoky rum ? and his guilty stores, 

Won bj' the ravage of a biitchei’d world. 

Yet uiiattonod, sunk in the swallov mg deep, 

Or led, the gbttonug piize^ into the Thames ? 

“There was a time (oh, let my languid sons 
Resume their spirit at the rousing thought 1 ) 

When all the pride of Spam, in one dread fleet, 
Swell’d o’er the labouring surge , Idwo a whole hoaveu 
Of clouds, wide roll’d before the boundless breeze 
Gaily the splendid armament along 
BMiltaiit plough’d, loflectmg a red gleam. 

As sunk the sun, o’er all the flaming Vast , 

Tall, gorgeous, and elate , drunlc with tlio dream 
Of easy conquest , while their bloated war. 
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StretcTi’d out from sky to sky, the gather’d force 

Of ages held in its capacioiis -womb 

But soon, regardless of the cumbrous pomp, 

My dauntless Batons came, a gloomy few, 

With tempests black, the goodly scene deform’d. 

And laid their glory wasta The bolts of fate 
Eesistless thunder'd through their yielding sides , 
Bierce o’er them beauty blazed the lurid flame , 

And seized m homd grasp, or shatter’d wide, 

Amid the mighty waters, deep they sunk 
Then too from every promontory chill. 

Bank fen, and cavern where the wild wave works, 

I swept confederate wmds, and sweH’d a storm 
Round the glad isle, snatch’d by the vengeful blast, 
The scatter’d remnants drove , on the bhnd shelve, 
And pomted rock, that marks the mdented shore, 
Relentless dash’d, where loud the northern mam 
Howls through the fractured Caledoman isles 
“ Such were the dawmngs of my watery reign , 

But smce how vast it grew, how absolute. 

E’en m those troubled times, when dreadful Blake 
Awed angry nations with the British name, 

Let every humbled state, let Europe say. 

Sustain’d, and balanced, by my naval arm. 

Ah, what must those immortal spirits thml: 

Of your poor shifts 1 Those, for their country’s good, 
"Who faced the blackest danger, knew no fear, 

BTo mean siibmission, but commanded peace. 

All, how with indignation must they bum i 
(If aught but joy can touch ethereal breasts) 
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Witli sliarae 1 \vitli guef 1 to see then feeble sons 
Shnnk from tbnt empire o’er tbe conqnei’d seas, 

For wlucli their -wisdom plann’d, their councils glow ’d, 
And then veins bled through many n toiling age 1^ 

“ Oh, first of human blessmgs ! and supremo ' 

Fan Peace * how lovely, how delightful thou ! 

By whose wide tie the landred sons of men 
Like brothers live, in amity combined 
And unsuspicious faith, while honest toil 
Gives every joy, and to those joys a nght, 

Which idle, barbarous rapine but usmps * 

Parers thy reign , when, unaccansed by blood, 

ITought, save the sweetness of mdalgcnt showers, 
Tiickhng distds into the verdant globe , 

Instead of mangled carcasses, sad-scen, 

When tho bhtbo sheaves ho scattePd o’er the field , * 
When only shmmg shares, the crooked Icnife, 

And hooks impnnt the vegetable w onnd , 

When the laud blushes with the rose alone, 

The falhug fruitage, and the blecdmg vme 
O Peace ' thou sourco nud soul of social hfe, 

Beneath whose calm mspirmg influence, 

Science his views enlarges, Art refines. 

And Bwelhng Commerce opens all hei ports , 

Bless’d be the man dmue -who gives us tbee I 
Who bids the tmmpet husli its horrid clang, 

Nor blow tbe giddy nations into lage , 

Who sheaths the murderous blade , tho deadly gun 
Into the well piled armoury letums , 

• The Jnveotivo hero Is dlroctcd njtnlnst tho minlitrF of Wnloolo. 
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And eveiy "vigour, from the "worlj; of deftili 
To grateful industry converting, makes 
The country flourish, and the city smile. 

Unviolated, him the -virgin sings , 

And Inm the s milin g mother "to her train , 

Of him the shepherd, lu the peaceful dale, 

Chants , and, the treasures of his labour sure. 

The husbandman of him, as at the plough, 

Or team, he toils , with lum the sailor soothes, 

Beneath the trembhng moon, the midnight nave , 

And the full city, warm, from street to street. 

And shop to shop, responsive, rmgs of him. 

Nor joys one laud alone his praise extends 
Tar as the sun rolls the diffusive day, 

Far as the breeze can bear the gifts of peace. 

Till all the happy nations catch the song 

“ What would not. Peace ! the patnot bear for thee 1 
What painful patience ? What incessant care ? 

What mix’d anxiety ? WTiat sleepless toil 1 
E’en from the rash protected what reproach! 

For he thy value knows , thy friendship he 
To human nature hut the better thou, 

The richer of dehght, sometimes the more 
In6"vitable, war, when rufBan force 
Awakes the fury of an injured state. 

E’en the good patient man "whom leason rules, 

Boused by hold msult, and mjunous rage, 

With sharp and sudden check the astomsh’d sous 
Of "violeuce confounds , firm as his cause. 

His bolder heart, m a-wful "justice clad, 
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Hi 3 eyes effulging a peculiar firo^ 

Aud, as lie charges tbrougli the prostrate war, 

His keen, arm teaches faitliless men no more 
dare the sacred vengeance of the just 
vc “And whatj my thoughtless sons, should fije you 
more £>c4cl 

Than when your well-eam’d empire of tho deep M 
The least begmning injmy receives ? 

What better cause can call your hghtmng forth ? 

Your thunder wake 1 your dearest life demand ? 

What better cause, than rvhen your country sees 
The s_ly destruction at her vitals aim’d 1 
For oh 1 it much imports you, ’tis your all, , 

To keep your trade entirei, entire the force ScL.iad- 
And honour of your fleets , o’er that to watch, 

E’en with a hand severe, and jealous eyu 
In intercourse be gentle, generous, just. 

By wisdom polish’d, and of manners fair, 

But on the sea be terrible, untamed, 

TJnconquecable still let none escape, 

"Who shall but aim to touch your glory there 

Is there the man into the lion’s den 

Who dares intrude, to snatch his young away ? 

And IS a Briton seized 1 and seized beneath 
The slumbenng terrors of a British fleet ? 

Then ardent nse ! Oh, great m' vengeance rise ! 
O’ertum the proud, teach rapine to restore 
And as you nde sublimely round the world, 

Make every vessel stoop, make every state 
At onee their welfare and their duty know 
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Tins IS your glory tins your \nsdoin , tins 
Tho native power for wlncli j'on ■were design’d 
By fate, when fate design’d tho firmest state 
That e’er was seated on the subject sea, 

A slate, alone, where Liberty should live, 

In these late times, this evening of manland, 

When Athens, Borne, and Carthage are no more, 

- The w orld almost m slavish sloth dissoh cd 

For this, these rodcs aroimd your const were tin own , 
For this, your oaks, pecuhar harden'd, shoot 
Strong into sturdy growth , for tins, yom hearts 
Swell with a sullen courage, growing still ' 

As danger grows , and strength, and toil for this 
Are hberal pour’d o’er all the fervent laud 
Then cherish this, tins unexpcusive power, 
TJiidangerous to the pubhc, ever prgjnpt 
By lavish natme thrust into your hand 

t eu-e^lAnd, unencumber’d with tho bulk immense 

Of conquest, whence huge empires rose, and fell 
Self-crush’d, extend your reign from shoic to shore, 
"Where’er the wmd your high behests can blow, 

And fix rtjdeep^n this eternal base 

For should tho shdmg fabric once give wav, 

Soon slacken’d quite, and past recovery broke, 

It gathers rum as it rolls along, 

Steep rushing down to that devouring gulf, 

Where many a mighty empire buried hes 
And should the big redundant flood of trade. 

In which ten thousand thousand labours join 
Their several currents, till the boundless tide 
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Bolls in a ladiant deluge o’er the land , 

Should this bnght stream, the least infected, point 
Its course another way, o’er other lands 
The vanous treasure woidd resistless pour, 

Ne’er to.he won agam , its ancient tract 
Left a vile channel, desolate, and dead. 

With all around a miserable waste 
Not Egypt, were her bettei heaven, the Nile, 
Turn’d in the pride of flow , when o’er his rocks, 
And roanug cataracts, beyond the reacli 
Of dizzy vision piled, m one wide flash 
An Ethiopian deluge foams amam , 

(Whence wonderrug fable traced him from the sky 
E’en not that prime of earth, uhere harvests crowd 
On uutill’d harvests, all the teeming year 
If of the fat o’erflowing culture robb’d, 

Were then a more uncomfortable wild, 

Sterdo, and void, than, of her trade de2■)^^ ed, 
Bntons, your boasted isle her prmccs sunk, 

Her high built honour mouldei’d to the dust. 
Unnerved her force , her spint vanish’d quite 
With rapid wing her riches fled away , 

Her unfrequented ports alone the sign 
Of what she was, her merchants scattci’d -nide , 
Her hollow shops shut up , and m her streets, 

Her fields, Avoods, maikets, villages, and roads, 

The clieerful voice of labour heard no more 
“ Oh, lot not then Avaste luxury impair 
That manly soul of toil which stnngs your neryes, 
And yOur oaati proper happmess creates i 
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Oh, let not the soft, penetrating plague 
Creep on the freeborn mind ! and worlang there, 
With the sharp tooth of many a new-form’d want, 
Endless, and idle all, cat out the heart 
Of hberty , the high conception blast , 

The noble sentiment, the impatient scorn 
Of base subjection, and the swclbng wish 
For general good, erasing from the mind , 

While nought save narrow selfishness succeeds. 
And low design, the sneakmg passions all 
Let loose, and reigning in the rankled breast 
Induced at last, by scarce perceived degrees, 
Sappmg the very frame of govemmotit 
And hfe, a total dissolution comes , 

Sloth, Ignorance, dejection, flattery, fear 
Oppression ragmg o'er the waste he makes , 

The human being almost qmte ovtinct , 

And tbe whole state m broad corruption sinks. 
On, shun that gulf that gaping rum shim I 
And countless ages roll it far away 
From yon, ye heaven-beloved 1 May liberty, 

The light of hfe I the sun of humankind ! 
Whence heroes, bards, and patnots borrow flame 
E’en where the keen depressive north descends, 
Still spread, exalt, and actuate your pon ers, 
Wlule skvish southern chmates beam m \ am 
And may a pubbe spirit from the throne, 

Where every virtue sits, go copious forth, 
lave o’er the laud, the finer arts mspire , 

Make thouchtful Science raise his pensive head , 
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Blow tlic fresh bay, bid Industry rejoice, 

And the rough sons of lowest labour smile 
As wlicn, profuse of Spring, the loosen’d West 
Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 
Youth, life, and love, and beauty o’er the world. 

“But haste wo from these melancholy shores, 
Nor to deaf winds and waves our fruitless plaint 
Pour u eak , the country claims our active aid , 
Then let us roam and nhere we find a spark 
Of pubbc virtue, blow it into flame 
Lo ' now, my sons, the sons of freedom 1 meet 
In awful senate , thither let ns fly , 

Bum m the patriot’s thought, flow from his tongue 
In fearless truth , myself transform’d, preside, 

And shed the sjunt of Bntanma round ” 

This said , her fleeting form and any tram 
Sunk m the gale , and nought but ragged rocks 
Bush’d on the broken eye , and nought was heard 
Blit the rongdi cadence of the dashing wave. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR AHOIAN * 

Oh, could I druTv, my friend, tliy genuine mind, 

Just as the hving forms by thee design’d , 

Of Raphael’s figures none should fairer shme, 

Nor Tiban’s colours longer last than mine 
A mmd in ivisdom old, in lenience young, 

From fervent truth Avhere every virtue sprung , 

Where all was real, modest, plain, sincere, 

^Yorth above show, and goodness unsevere 
View’d round and roimd, as lucid diamonds throw 
StiU as you tmu them a revolving glow. 

So did his mind reflect with secret ray. 

In various virtues, Heaven’s mtemal day , 

■Whether m high discourse it soar’d sublime. 

And sprung impatient o'er the bounds of Time, 

Or wandenng nature through with raptured ej e, 
Adored the Land that turn’d yon asure sky, 

'Whether to social hfe he bent his thought, 

* Jlr WUUnm All mnn, a Scotclimnn, n portrait piintcr, and inpll <t 
ikii'nn, — nn artlat of some uoto In his day 
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Aud tlio riglit poiso of mingling passions souglit, 

Gay converse bless’d , or lu tho tlionglitful grove 
Bid the heart open every source of love ; 

New varj mg lights still set before j'our cj'es 
The just, the good, the social, or the Mise 
Bor such a death who can, who A\<)uld refuse 
Tho fnend a tear, a verso the mournful muse? 

Yet pay we just acknowledgment to Hca%CD, 

Though snatch’d so soon, that Aikman o’er was given 
A fnend, when dead, is but removed from sight, 

Hid m the lustre of eternal hght , 

Oft with the mmd he wonted converse keeps 
In tho lone walk, or when the body sleeps 
Lets m a wandering ray, and all elate 
lYrngs and attracts her to another state , 

And, when the partmg storms of life are o’er 
May yet rejom him m a l^picr shore 
As those we love decay, wo die m part, 

Stnng after string is sever’d from the heart. 

Till loosen’d life at last— but breathing clay 
Without one pang, is glad to fall away 
Unhappy he who latest feels the blow, 

Whose eyes have wept o’er every fnend laid low, 
Dragg’d hiigermg on from partial death to death , 

! And dymg, all he can resign is breath 
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TO TJIE 

^[E\rORY OF TOE lUGIIT HON LORD TiVLBOT,« 
i„VTL cn \NCT:rJon or crnvT BraTjU>' 

Acnrii^si D TO ins sov 

Whiei witli tlic public, yon, inj Lord, Inmei t 
A friend and fUher lost , permit the innse, 

Tno ninso assign’d of old a double theme, 

To praise dead noith and liumble living piide, 

YTiiose generous task begins A\hcre interest ends, 
Permit her on a T ilbot’s tomb to lay 
This cordial \crsc sincere, by truth inspired, 

Y'luch means not to bestow but borron fame 
Yes, she imj sing his matchless virtnes now — 
Unhappy that she may — But nlioro begin ? 

How from the diamond single out eacli r.y, 

Y’’hero all, though trembling with ten thousand lines 
EfTii'^c one dazrlmg undivided light 1 
Let tlio Ion -minded of these iiairow d ij s 
Ho more prcsiimo to deem the lofty tale 
Of ancient times, m pity to their onii, 

Romance, In Talbot wo united saw 
The picrcmg cj o, the qmck cnbghtcn’d sonl, 

^J’hc grnccM case, the Honing tongue of Greece, 
dom’d to the virtues and the force of Roma 
Eternal Yisdoin, that all quickening sun, 

Whcucc every life, in just proportion, draws 

* Lord Talbot wiw bnni In 1031 
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Directing light and actuating flame, 

Ne’er ^nth a larger portion of its beams 
Awaken’d mortal clay. Hence steady, calm. 
Diffusive, deep, and clear, lus reason saw, 

With instantaneous view, the truth of things ; 

Chief what to human bfe and Immaii bliss 
Pertains, that noblest science, fit for man : 

And hence, responsive to lus Imowlcdge, glov’d 
TTih ardent \nrtuo Ignorance and vice. 

In consort foul, agree , each heightening eacli ; 

While virtue draws from knowledge brighter fire. 

What grand, what comely, or what tender sense 
What talent, or what virtue was not his } 

What that can render man or great, or good. 

Give useful worth, or amiable grace ^ 

Nor could be brook m studious shade to be, 

In soft retirement, mdolently pleased 
With selfish peace. The Syren of the wise, 

(Who steals the Aoraan song, and, in the shape 
Of Yirtue, woos them from a worthless world,) 
Though deep he felt her charms could never melt ' 
His strenuous spirit, recollected, calm, 

As silent mght, yet active as the day 

The more the bold, the bustbng, and the bad, 

Press to usurp the rems of power, the more 
Behoves it virtue, with mdignant zeal. 

To check their combination Shall low views 
Of sneakmg interest or luxurious vice. 

The Viliam’s passions, quicken more to toil 
And dart a bveber vigonr through the soul 
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Than tliose that, mingled ■with our tiuest good, 
With present honour and immortal fame, 
Involve the good of all ? An empty form 
Is the weak Virtue, that amid the shade 
Lamenting hes, with future schemes amused. 
While Wickedness and Folly, kindred powers, 
Confound the v orld A Talbot’s, different fai , 
Sprung ardent into action , action, that disdain’d 
To lose in deathhke sloth one pulse of Me, 

That might be saved , disdam’d for coward ease. 

And her insipid pleasures, to resign 

The prize of glory, the keen sweets of toil, 

And those high joys that teach the truly great 
To hve for others, and for others die. 

Karly, behold I he breaks benign on Me. 

Not breathing more beneficence, the spnng 
Leads in her sweUing tram the gentle airs , 

While gay, behind her, smiles the kmdhng waste 
Of ruffian storms and Wmter’s lawless rage. 

In him Astreo, to this dim abode 
Of ever wandering men, return’d again 
To bless them his delight, to bring them back 
Fiom thorny error, fiom unjoyous wrong, 

Into the paths oi kmd primeval faith. 

Of happmess and justice. All his parts. 

His virtues all, collected, sought the good 
Of humankmd. For that he, fervent, felt 
The throb of jiatriots, when they model states , 
Anxious for that, nor needful sleep could hold 
His still-awaken’d soul , nor fnends had charms 
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To steal, ■nitli pleasing giulc, ono useful liopr , 

Toil knew no languor, no attraction joy. 

Thus ■nitli unwearied steps, by Virtue led, 

He gain’d tlie suinnut of tliat sacred hill, 

Where, raised above black Envy’s darkemns cloucis, 
Her spotless temple hits its indiant front 
Be named, victonous ravagen, no more ! 

Vanish, ye human comets I shrink your blaze I 
Ye that your glory to youi terrors owe, 

As, o’er the gazing desolated earth. 

You scatter famme, pestilence, and war , 

Vanish 1 before this a emal sun of fume ; 

Effulgent sweetness 1 beaming life and joy 

How the heart bston’d while ho, pleading, spoke ! 
While on the enhghteu’d mind, n ith winning art, 
His gentle reason so persuasive stole, 

That the chavui’d hearer thought it was his oun. 
Ah 1 when, ye studious of the laws, again 
Shall such enchanting lessons bless your ear 1 
When shall again the darkest truths, perplex’d. 

Bo set in ample day ■? when shall the harsh 
And arduous open into smihng ease* 

The Bobd mix with elegant debght 1 
His was the talent, with the pnvesi. h^hb 
At once to pour conviction on the soul, 

And warm with lawful flame the impassion’d heart 
That dangerous gift with him was safely lodged 
By Heaven — ^he, sacred to his country’s cause, 

To trampled want and worth, to suffenng right 
To the lone widow’s and her orphan’s woes. 
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Iicmcd lie diarm Witli equal brow, 

DcEi'isui^; then Iho smiles or frowns of jioMcr, 
lie all tbnt noblest doqueiico cQusoJ, 

W’Jucli pciierons tmiglit bj reason, breathes . 

Then epohe the man , and, oror barren art, 

Prevail’d abmuhnl nature Freedom then 
Ilia client ■n-as, linnnnif y and truth 
Placed on the seat of justice, there ho reign’d, 

In n ‘’ujienor pphero of cloudless da)', 

A pure intelligence. No tumult there. 

No dark emotion, no intcmpemto heat. 

No iwsion e’er disturh’d the clear Ecreno 
That round him npread. A 7c.al for nglit alone, 

Tlio love of justice, like the steady sun. 

Its cqnal ardour lent , and fiometimes, raised 
Against Uio fous of violence, of pride, 

Av't Ivihl deceit, his indignation gleam’d, 

Yet still b) sober dignity restrain’d 
As intuition qinclr, lio snatch’d the ti iitii, 

Yet with progrcssii o patience, stop by stej), 

Self diflidcnt, or to the slower hind, 

JTc through the maze of falpohood traced it on. 

Till, at the Inst, evolved, it full nppc.ir’d, 

And e’en the loser own’d the just decree 
But when, m Eonates, he, to freedom firm, 

Knhghtcn’d freedom, jilann’d salubrious laws, 

Ills various Icamuig, his wide Iniowledge, then, 

His insight deep into Britannia’s weal, 

Spontaneous seem’d from snnplo sense to flow, 

And the plain patriot smoothed the brow of law 
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No Epecioiis swell, no frotby pomp of woxds 
Fell on tbe cheated ear , no studied maze 
Of declamation, to perplex tbe right. 

He darkemng threw around , safe in itself, 

In its own force, aU-po^weiful Reason spoke j' 
^^^llle on the great, the ruhng point, at once. 

He stieam’d decisive day, and skew’d it vain 
To lengthen fm^ther out the clear debate 
Conviction breathes conviction , to the heart, 
PonFd ardent forth in eloquence unhid. 

The heart attends for let the venal try 
Then- every hardenmg, stupefying art, 

Truth must prevail, zeal wiU enkmdlo zeal, 

And Nature, slalful touch’d, is honest still ' 

Behold him m the councils of his prince. 

What faithful hght he lends 1 How rare, ui conns 
Such wisdom ! such abdities ' and jom’d 
To virtue so detenmned, pubhc zeal, 

And honour of such adamantme proof. 

As e’en corruption, hopeless, and o’erawed. 

Durst not have tempted ! yet of manners mild 
And winmng every heart, he knew to please, 

Nobly to please , while equally he scorn’d 
Or adnhition to receive, or give 
Happy the state, where wakes a ruhng eve 
Of such mspection keen, and genei-ol care 1 
Beneath a guard so vigdaut, so pure. 

Toil may lesign his careless head to rest. 

And ever jealous freedom sleep m pe^ca 
Ah' lost untimely 1 lost m downward days ' 
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And many a patnofc-connsel mtli lum lost ' 
CJounsels, tliat miglifc have humbled Britain's foe, 
Her native foe, from eldest time by fate 
Appointed, as did once a Talbot’s arms 
Let learning, arts, let universal worth, 

Lament a patron lost, a friend and judge, 

Hnblce the sons of vanity, that, veil’d 
Beneath the patron’s prostituted name, 

Dare sr entice a worthy man to pride, 

And flush confusion o’er an honest cheek 
When he conferr’d a grace, it seem’d a debt 
Which he to ment, to the public, paid, 

And to the great all-bounteous Source of good ' 
His sympathismg heart itself received 
The generous obligation he bestow’d 
This, this indeed, is patromsmg worth. 

Their kind protector him the Muses own, 

But scorn with noble pride the boasted aid 
Of tasteless vamty’s insultmg hand. 

The gracious stream, that cheers the letter’d woild, 
Is not the noisy gift of summer’s noon, 

■Whose sudden current, from the naked root, 
Washes the little sod which yet remain’d, 

And only more dejects the blushing flowers 
Ho, ’tis the soft-descendmg dews at eve, 

The silent treasures of tho vernal year, 

Indulgmg deep their stores, the still night long , 
Till, with returning morn, tho freshen’d world, 

Is fragrance all, all beauty, joy, and song 
Still let mjB view lum in the pleasing bght 
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Of private life, wliere pomp forgets to glare, 

And ■where the plam niiguarded soul is seeu 
There, "with that truest greatness he appear’d, 
Which thinks not of appearing , kindly veil’d 
In the soft graces of the friendly scene, 

Inspiring social confidence and ease. 

As free the converse of the ■wise and good, 

As joyous, disentangling every po^wer, 

And hreathing noixfd improvement "with dchght, 

As ■when amid the vanous blossom’d sprmg, 

Or gentle beanung autumn’s pensive shade, 

The philosophic mmd vath nature talks 
Say ye, his sons, his dear remains, "with ■whom 
The father laid superfluous state aside, 

Yet raised your fihal duty thence the more, 

With fnendship raised it, with esteem, ■with love - 
Beyond the ties of love, oh 1 speak the joy, 

The pure serene, the cheerful ■vnsdom rmld, 

The virtuo^as spirit, which his vacant hours, 

In semblance of amusement, through the breast. 
Infused. And thou, O Bundle I * lend thy strain, 
Thou darling fnend I thou brother of his soul ! 

In whom the head and heart their stbres ■unite , 
Whatever fancy pamts, invention pours, 

Judgment digests, the well-tuned bosom feels. 
Truth natural, moral, or divm^ has taught, 

The virtues dictate, or the Muses smg 
Lend me the plamt, which, to the lonely mam, 
With memory conversmg, yon will pour, 

• Driltmaio Bisliop of Derry 
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M tin peV[ lei] ‘iliw j on, jicn^he, 

Dcm'p ?iifltmf".ni3 ft blciL crescent fonn, 
Art] iniJ tlitir rraplc round receive the \Taio‘i, 
'Jint the pole, rcwiindin", ni‘»l), 
Irnp'-ltnr^ Tirjti,’]i frun nili\c sunsiunc dn\e/), 
Pn^cn frtjin jonr ftic.ids, the eiiii'slnno of the soul, 
By rh'ulcrou't re'll, 'ind jinlitics iiifinn, 

Jcfthnt '5 of rurlK , jel \ ill jou hless your lot, 
YrtMill jo.i tnmni<h m jour glonous fate, 

'Bl'fiicc TalhotV fncfitlsliip gloivs to future tiiue*’, 
Intrepid, ivarm , of hindrcd tempers bom , 
isurc I, bj cvpcnciice, into filoir esteem, 

Cftlni coiiOdenco uriboumlod, love not blind, 

And the srect light from i.iuiglod iiiindH disclosed, 
rnmi mingled clij inic oils as bunts (bo tire 
I loo remember v.dJ tint cheerful bonl, 

B hich round hn (able floi.’d The senons tlicrc 
Mix’d With the F]iorti\(^ \sutli the Icani’d the plnui , 
Mirth Foften'd s.j-^dorn, candour tcmpci'd ninth , 
And sv-it its honey lent, isilhout the sling 
Kot simple intnre’s unaffected sons, 

'XIio blamolcss Indnns, round their forest-cheer, 

In mmny lav.71 or shadj coicrt set, 

}lold more nn«[)Ollcd coiucr-^o, nor, of old, 

Bomo's nw/td consuls, her dictator suann, 

As on the product of their Sabnio farms 
Tiicj fared, id til slncterMrtuo fed the soul, 

ITor jet in Athen'i, at an Attic meal, 

V> hero Socrates presided, fairer triitli, 

JIoTC elegant lumiamtj, more grace, 
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Wit more refined, oi deeper science roigu’d. 

But fnr bej ond tlie little vulgar bounds ' 

Of family, or friends, or native laud, 

By just degrees, and ■with proportion’d flame, 
Extended his benevolence n friend 
To humanlaud, to parent nature’s •works. 

Of free access, and of engaging grace, 

Such as a brother to a brother owes, 

Ho kept an open judging ear for all, 

And spread an open countenance, where smiled 
The fair effulgence of an open heart ; 

on the rich, the poor, the high, the low, 
With equal ray, his ready goodness shone 
Eor nothmg human foreign vas to hmi 
Thus to a (head inheritance^ my Lord, 

And hard to be supported, you succeed 
But, kept by virtue, as by virtue gam’d, 

through latest time, enrich your race, 
n grosser wealth shall moulder mto dust, 
■with then authors in obhvion sunk 
t es he, the servile badges oft 
Prng ®^kmission, not the meed of worth 
Of all its large patent holds 

Ot amveisal 

^®t know thp 9 -Li perfect Judge 1 

^ mind 

Seam’d by the nnw"'^ kigh-placed heir, 
^f^hgnant seeks ont f 

- — cannot through life, 
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Aniid the nameless insects of a couit, 

Unheeded steal but, vith his sire compared, 
Ho must ho glonous, or he must be scorn’d. 

This truth to you, w ho merit well to bear 
A name to Bntons dear, the officious Muse 
May safely sing, and sing without reserve 
Vaui were the plaint, and ignorant the tear 
That should a Talbot monrn Ourselves, mdeed, 
Our country rohb’d of her dehght Jind strength, 
Wo may lament. Tet let us, grateful, joy 
That M 0 such virtues knew, such virtues felt, 

And feel them still, tcachmg our views to nse 
Through ever-bnghtemug scenes of future worlds 
Be dumb, ye worst of zealots ! ye that, prone 
To thoughtless dust, renounce that generous hope, 
AVhence every joy below its spirit draws. 

And every pam its balm a Talbot’s hght, 

A Talbot’s virtues, claim another source, 

Than the blmd maze of undesigmng blood , ' 

Nor when that vital fountam plays no more. 

Can they be quench’d beneath the gehd stream 
Methinks I see his mountmg spirit, freed 
From tanghng earth, regain the realms of day, 

Its native coimtry , whence to bless mankind, 
Eternal goodness on this darksome spot 
Had ray’d it down a while. Behold 1 approved 
By the tremendous Judge of heaven and earth, 
And to the Almighty Father’s presence jom’d 
He takes his rank, m gloiy, and m bliss. 

Amid the human worthies Glad around 
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Crowd lus compatriot shades, and pomt him out, 
With joyful pride, Bntanma’s blameless boast 
Ah 1 who IS he, that ^Ylth a fonder cyo 
Meets tluno enraptured 1 — the best of sons 

The best of fnends 1 ^Too soon is rc^dised 

That hope, wluch once foibnd thy tears to flow ‘ 
Meanwhile the londrcd souLh of c\ cry land, 

(Howe’ci diYided in the fretful days 
Of prejudice and error,) mingled uoi. , 

In one selected, nc\er jarring state. 

Where God himself their onlj monarch reigns, 
Piutake the joy , yet, such the sense that still 
Ilemains of eaithly woes, for us below, 

Aud for our loss, they drop a pitying te ir. 

But cease, presumptuous Muse, nor vainly strivo 
To qmt this cloudy sphere, tlut binds tbee down . 
’Tis not for mortal hand to trace these scenes — 
Scenes, that our gross ideas grovelling cast 
Behind, and stnlie our boldest language dumb 
Borgive, immortal shade 1 if aught from earth, 
From dust low waiblcd, to those groves can rise, 
Wlieie flows celestial harmony, forgive 
This fond superfluous verse "With deep-felt voice, 
On every heart impress’d, thy deeds themselves 
Attest thy praise Thy praise tho widow’s sighs, 
And orphan’s tears, embalm Tho good, the bad, 
The sons of justice and the sons of strife, 

All who or freedom or who- interest prize, 

A deep divided nation’s parties, all, 

Conjure to swell thy spotless praise to Heaven 
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Glad Heaven receives it, and scrapluc lyres 
■\Vitli songs of trinmpTi tliy arrival liail 
How vain tins tnbute tlien ! tins lowly lay I 
Yet naught is vain that gratitude inspires 
Tlio Sluse, besides, her duty thus approves 
To virtue, to her country, to mankind, 

To riding nature, that, in glonous charge, 

As to her priestess, gives it her to hymn 
Whatever good and excellent she forms 
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nu trbi mo rebus qnajdom divlna Voluptas 
Porcopit, atauo Horror, quod slo Notnm lud vl 
Tnm manlfcEfta i)atct ox omni parto rotocta. 

LtJOBETIUS 

S uAnTi the great soul of Newton quit this earth,* 

To mmgle with his stars , and every Muse. 

Astonish’d into silence, shun the weight 
Of honours due to his dlustnous name 1 
But what can man 1— E’en now the sons of light, 

In strains lugh warbled to seraphic lyre, 

Hail his arrival on the const of bliss 

Yet am not I deterr’d, though high the theme, 

And sung to harps of angels, for with you. 

Ethereal flames I ambitious, I aspire 
in Nature’s general symphony to join, 

* Tlioso vorsoa woro luscrlbcd to Sir Robert Walpole, In very onlog^lstio 
tojTDS, and pubUsbod nflor tbo death of Sir Isaac Newton, which took place 
on the 20th of iltvrcU 1727, In the eighty fifth year of hla aga 
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And -wliut new oudm cai\ ye slicw j our gue'it ! 

Wlio, wlule on tbs dim spot, vAiCVC mortnls tod - 
Clouded m dust, from Motion’s simple Ia^Y5, 

Could trace the secret liand o! Providence, 

Widc-workmg tlirougli tins nnuersal fr.unc. 

Have yo not listen’d mlule he bound the suns 
iVnd planets to their spheres ! the unequal task 
Of humanlond tdl then Oft had they roll’d 
O’er erring man the y ear, and oft disgraced _ 

The pride of schools, before their course was known 
Pull in its causes and effects to him, 

All piercmg sage 1 Who sat not down and dream’d 
Eomautic schemes, defended hy the din 
Of specious words, and tyranny of names , 

But, bidding his amazing mind attend, 

And with heroic patience years on years 
Deep-searchmg, saw at last the system dawn, 

And slune, of aU Ins race, on lum alone. 

What were his raptures then 1 how pure I how shong ' 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Home 
By his dummsh’d, but the pnde of boys 
In some small fray victorious 1 when instead 
Of shattePd parcels of this earth usurp’d 
By violence unmanly, and sore deeds 
Of cruelty and blood, Hature herself 
Stood aU subdued by him, and open laid 
Her every latent glory to his view 
All intellectual eye, our solar round 
Pirst gazmg through, he by the blended power 
Of gravitation and projection saw 
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TilO M’liolo in silent harmony revolve. 

From unassisted vision hid, the moons 
To cheer remoter planets numerous form’d, 

Bj’’ him in all their mingled tracts ueie seen 
Ho also fix’d our wandering Queen of Night, 
Whether she wanes into a scanty orb, 

Or, uaxmg broad, mth her pale shadowy light, 
In a soft deluge overflows the sky 
Her every motion clear-disceriimg, he 
Adjusted to the mutual mam, and taught 
Why now the mighty mass of w ater swells 
Resistless, heaving on the broken rocks 
And the full nvcr turning tiU again 
The tide rovertive, unattracted, leaves 
A yellow waste of idle sands beliind 

TJien breaking hence, he toolc his ardent flight 
Through the blue infinite , and every star 
Which the clear concaie or a winter’s mght 
“ Pours on the eye, or astronomic tube, 

Far stretching, snatches from the dark abj ss , 

Or such ns further m successive skies 
To fancy shine alone, at Ins approach 
Blazed into suns, the Uvmg centre each 
Of an harmomous system all combined, 

And ruled unerring by that single power, 

IVhich draws the stone pi ejected to the ground. 

0 unprofuse magnificence divme I 
O wisdom truly perfect ! thus to call 
From a few causes such a scheme of things, 
Bfiects so vanous, beautiful, and great. 
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A univeise complete I And 0 beloved 
Of Heaven ' wliose well-purged penetrative tyo 
The mystic veil transpiercing, inly scann’d 
The nsmg, moving, ■wide-establish'd frame 
He, first of men, with awful wing pursued 
llie Comet through the long elliptic curve, 

As round umumerous worlds he wound his way , 
Till, to the forehead of our evening sky 
Rctmn’d, the blazing wonder glares anew, 

And o’er the tremblmg nations shakes dismaj 
The heavens are all his own , from the wild rule 
Of whirhng Vortices, and circhng Spheres, 

To their first great sunphcity restored 

The schools astonish’d stood, but found it v.un 

To combat stdl with demonstration strong. 

And, tmawaken’d, dream beneath the blaze 
Of trutk At once then pleasing visions fled, 
With the gay shadows of the monung mis-’d, 
When Hewton rose, oiir philosophic sun ! 

The aeiial flow of Sound was known to him, 
From whence it first m wavy circles breaks. 

Till the touch’d organ takes the message in. 

Kor could the dartmg beam of speed immense 
Escape his swift pursmt, and measunug eye 
E’en Light itself, which everything displays. 
Shone nndiscover’d, till his bnghter mmd 
Untwisted all the shiumg robe of day , 

And, from the whitening undistinguish’d blaze 
CoUectmg every lay into his land, 

To the charm’d eye educed the gorgeous tram 
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But wlio cau numlicr up lus labours? ulio 
His liigli dLscoveries sing? ulien but a fcsv 
Oi tlie deep-studying race can strotcli tbeir minds 
To wliat he know — in fancy’s lighter thought, 

How shall the muse then grasp the mighty theme 1 
TThat wonder thonce that his dc\otion sucll’d, 
Besponsivo to his knowledge 1 For could he, 
lYhosc piercmg mental eye diffusive saw 
The finish’d university of things, 

In all its order, magnitude, and parts, 

Forbear mccssant to adore tliat Power 
lYho fills, sustains, and actuates the whole 1 
Say, ye who best can toll, yc happy few, 

Who saw him m tlic softest lights of life, 

A.11 umvitliheld, mdulgmg to his friends 
The vast unborrow’d treasures of his mind, 

Oh, speak the wondrous man! hoW mild, bow c.vlm, 
How gicatly humble, how divmely good, 

How firm establish’d on eternal truth , * 

Fervent m doing well, with every none 
Stdl pressing on, forgetful of the past, 

And panting for perfection far above 
Those bttlo cares, and visionary joys, 

Tliat so perplex the fond impassion’d heart 
Of ever cheated, ever trustmg man 
And you, ye hopeless gloomy-mmded tribe, 

You who, unconscious of those nobler flights 
That reach impatient m immortal life, 

Against the prime endaipng privilege 
Of Being dare contend, -^ay, can a soul 
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Of such extensive, deep, trcnieiidous powera, 

Eulirgii)" still, he hill n finer hi oath 
Of Bpirits diiicuig tluoiigh then tubes awhile, 

And then for ever lo-,t in ^ nesnt nir ? 

But hark I metlmiLs I hear .i waniiiig ^oice, 

Solemn as when aomo awful change is come, 

Sound through the world— “’Tib done Tlie lueasun ’« 
full , 

And I resign my charge.’’ — Ye mouldering stones, 

Tliat Innld the towenng pjrnmid, the prond 
’rnumphal arcli, the monument efTneed 
By ruthless rum, and whato’er supports 
Tlio worghip]j’d name of hoar antiquity, 

Down to the dust ! what grandciu can jo boast 
While Noirton lifts his columu to the skies, 

Beyond the waste of time Let no weak droji 
Bo shed for him The virgin in her bloom 
Cut otF, the joyous youth, and darling child, 

Tlicse arC tlie tombs that clnnn tlic tender tear, 

And elegiac song But Newton calls 
For other notes of gratulntion high, 

That now' ho wanders through those endless worlds 
Ho here so well descried, and w ondermg talks, 

And lij'mus their Autlior wath lus glad compeers 
O Britain’s boast ! wbetlior with angels thon 
Sittest in dread discourse^ or follow' bless’d, 

Wlio joy to see the lioiiour of their kind , 

Or wlictbcr, mounted on cherubic wing, 

Thy swift career is with the whiriuig orbs, 

Ckiraparing things with things, m rapture lost, 

. 
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And grateful adoration, for that light 
So plenteous ray’d into thy mind hclow, 

From Light himself , oh, look -with pity do^m 
On humankind, a frail erroneous race ! 

Exalt the spirit of a downward world I 
O’er tby dejected Conutrj' chief preside 
And bo her Genius call’d I her studies raise, 

Correct her manners, and inspire her youtli 
For, though depraved and sunk, sho brought thee 
forth, 

And gloncs in thy name , she points thee out 
To all her sons, and bids them eye thj st.or 
■While in cspectauco of the second Me, 

When time shall be no more, tby sacred dust 
Sleeps Mith her kings, and dignifies tho sceno. 


TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF 
WALES 

j 

While secret-leaguing nations frown aromid, 

Ready to pour the long-expected storm , 

While she, who wont tho restless Gaul to bound. 

•antaa, drooping, gro\^s au empty foim . 
ihat so i 1 TO 1 

*1 our a It. us selfish parties prey. 

Of ever ch * i jj 

-orruption eats our soul awai 
Aud you, ^ 

You who, Ihe Mam appears 

That reaeh impdT> Si'y-flushmg every grace, 

Agnmst the prime^ voice of milhons hears, 

Of Being dare coutc?> ^hy namg race 
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Straight her ickindhng ej'es resume their fuo 
The Virtues smile, the JIuscs tune the lyie 

Eut more cuchanting than the Jluse’s song, 

United Britons thy dear ofispnug hail , 

The city tnumplis tlirough her glowing throng, 

Tlio shepherd tells Ins transport to the dale , 

Tlio sons of roughest toil forget them pain, 

And the glad sailor cheers the midmglit mam 

Can aught from fair Augusta’s gentle blood, 

And thine, thou fnend of hberty I be bom , 

Can aught save what is lovely, generous, good , 

A7hat will, at once, defend us, and adorn ? 

From thence, prophetic joy I new Edwards eyes, 

New Hennos, Annas, and Elizas rise 

May fate my fond devoted days extend. 

To Slug the promised glones of thy reign 1 
What though, by years depress’d, my muse might bend, 
My heart will teach her still a nobler strain 
How, with recover’d Bntaiii, will she soar, 

When France msidts, and Spam shall lob no more' 


ON THE BEPOET THAT A WOODEN BRIDGE 

WAS TO BE BUILT AT WESTaHNSTEK, 

By Bufus’ hall, where Thames polluted flows, 
Provoked, the Qemus of the nver rose, 
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And tlma exclaim’d “ Have I, ye Bntasli swaiua, 
Have I for ages laved your fertile plains 1 
Given herds, and flocks, and villages increase, 
And fed a ncliet than a golden fleece 1 
Have I, ye merchants, with each swelhiig tide, 
Pour’d Afric’s treasure in, and India’s pride 1 
Lent yon the frmt of every nation’s toil! 

Made every climate yours, and every sod ? 

Tet, pilfer’d from the poor, by gaming base, 

Yet must a wooden bridge my waves disgrace ? 
Tell not to foreign streams the shameful tale. 
And be it publish’d in no GaUic vale.” 

He said , and plungmg to his crystal dome, 
"While o’er his head the circling waters foam 


OH MRS MENDEZ’ BIRTHDAY 

WHO WAS BOHN ON VALENTINE’S HAY 

Thine is the gentle day of love, 

When youths and virgms try their fate 
"When, deep retiring to the grove, 

Each feather’d songster weds his mate. 

I With temper’d beams the skies are bught, 

^ Earth decks in sniiies her pleasmg face , 

Such 18 the day tint gave thee hght. 

And speaks as such thy every graca 

\ 

— \ 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE 

TO Sm mr. BENNET, BAET , OE GDUBBAT * 

Mv trembling muse your honour does address, 

That it ’a a bold attempt most humbly I confess , 

If you ’U encourage her young faggmg flight, 

She'll upwards soar and mount Parnassus’ heiglit. 

If httle things with great may be compared, 

In Eome it so with the divme Yirgil fared , 

The tuneful bard Augustus did inspire, 

Made his great genius flash poetic fire , 

But if upon my flight your honour frowns, 

TJie muse folds up her wings, and dymg— justice owns 


LISTS PARTING WITH HER CAT + 

TnE dreadful hour with leaden pace approach’d, 
Lash’d fiercely on by unrelenting fate, 

When Lisy and her bosom Cat must part, 

Eor now, to school and pensive needle doom’d. 

She ’s banish’d from lier childhood’s undash’d jov. 

And all the pleasing intercourse she kept 
With her gray comrade, which has often sootlied 
Her tender moments, while the norld around 
Glow’d with ambition, business, and vice. 

Or lay dissolved in sleep’s dehcious arms , 

* Supposed to be too earliest ijoom of Tbomson’e Tyhlcb basbccnpublljlicd, 
written whllo lio ■a ns about fifteen 
t Ebr-abtUi, TbomGO^B second ^letc^ 
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/iTifl from tlieir dewy orbs tbo conscious stare 
Sbed ontbeur fnendsbip influence benign. 

But see wbere mournful Puss, advancing, stood 
Witb outstretch’d tad, casts loobs of lumous woe 
On melting LiS}', m whose eye tbo tear 
Stood tremulous, aud thus would fain have said, 

If nature bad not tied her struggling tongue — 
“Unkind, ob' who shall now with fattening imllc, 
With flesh, with bread, and fish beloved, and meat, 
Regale my taste 1 and at the cbeerlul fire, 

Ah, who shall bask me in their downy lap ? 

Wlio shall invite me to the bed, and tihrow 
The bedclothes o’er me in the winter night, 
lYhen Euros roars ? Beneath whoso soothing hand 
Soft shall I pun 7 But now, when Xosy’s gone, 

What is the dull officious world to me ? 

I loathe the thoughts of life ” thus plain’d the Git, 
While Lisy felt, by sympathetic touch, 

These anxious thoughts that m her mmd revolved, 
And castmg on her a desponding look, 

She snatch’d her m her arms ivith eager gnef, 

And mewing, tbns began — “ 0 Cat beloved 1 
Thou dear companion of my tender years ! 

Joy of my youth ! that oft hast hcL’d my hands 
With velvet tongno ne’er stain’d by mouse’s blood , ' 
Oh, gentle Cat ! how shall I part with thee ? 

How dead and heavy will the moments pass 
When yon are not m my delighted eye, 

With Cubi phjmig, or your flying tad I 
How harshly will the softest mushn feel, 
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AJid all tho silk of sckools, wMe I no more 
Have your sleek skin to sootko my soften’d sense I 
llow shall I eat wlnle yon ate not beside 
To sliaro tlic bit 9 How sliall I ever sleep 
While 1 no more your lulling mnimnrs heai 9 
Yet wo must part — so ngid fate decrees — 

But never shall your loved idea, dear, 

Part from my sonl^ and when I first can mark 
Tho embroider’d figuie on tho snowy lawn. 

Your imago shall my needle keen employ 
Hark * now I’m call’d away 1 0 direful sound I 
I come— I come, but first I charge you all— 

Yon— you— and you, particularly you, 

0 Maiy, Mary,* feed hei with the best. 

Repose her nightly in the warmest couch, 

And bo a Lisy to her I ” — ^Having said. 

She sat her down, and with her head acioss. 

Rush’d to the evil which she could not shun. 

While a sad mew went knelling to her heart ! 


PSALM CTV, PARAPHRASED 

To praise thy Author, Soul, do not foiget , 

Const thou, ingratitude, deny tho debt 9 

Lord, I5iou ait great, how great wo cannot kuow^ 

Honour and majesty do round Thee flow 

The purest rays of pmnogemal bght 

Compose Thy robes, and make them dazzhng bright • 

“ Thomson’;} youngest aiator 


THOMSOl^j’S VOWS 

The heavens and all the wide-spread orbs on hi{di 
Thou hke a curtain stretch’d of curious dye , 

On the devouring flood Thy chanibeia are 
ILstabhsh’d , a lofty cloud’s Thy car , 

Which quick thiough the ethereal road doth fly. 

On swift-wing’d wmds, that shake the troubled sky . 
Of spiritual substance angels Thou didst frame, 
Active and bright, piercing and qmck as flama 
Thou ’at firmly founded this unwieldy earth , 

Stand fast for aye. Thou saidst, at nature’s birtL 
The swelhug flood Thou o’er the earth niad’st cieep. 
And cover’dst it with the vast hoaiy deep 
Then hills and vales did no distinction know. 

But levell’d nature lay oppress’d below 
With speed thev, at Thy awful thunder’s roai, 
Shnnk’d within the hmits of their shore. 

Through secret tracts they up the mountain? creej), 
And rocky caverns fruitful moisture weep, 

Which sweetly through the verdant vales doth ghde, 

TiU ’tis devouied by tbo greedy tide 

The feeble sands Thou’st made tbe ocean’s mound'=. 

Its foaming waves shall ne’er repass these bounds, 

Agajn to taumpb ovei the dry giouuds 

Bet\v«ei\ the liiUs grazed by tbo bleating kmd, 

Soft iVrbluig riUs their mazy way do find , 

By Hn^^pomted fully to supply, 

Yi hen the^t dogstar fires the realms on high, 

The raging th^t of every sickening beast^ 

Of the wild mV that roams tbe dreary waste ' 

The feather’d fiy smihng sides. 
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Jn lo'vvly biYitnbles, or m trees abide , 

By nature taught, on tliera they rear tbcir nest^ 
That With inimitable art are dress’d. 

TJicy for the shade and safety of the wood 
With natural music cheer the neighbourhood 
13 0 doth the clouds wth genial moisture fill, 

Winch on the sluivcU’d ground they bounteously 
dishl. 

And nature’s lap nith vanous bles.siiigs crowd 
The gi\er, God I all creatures cry aloud. 

With freshest gr&en He clothes the fragrant mead, 
Whereon the grazing herds wanton and feed 
With Tital juice He makes the plants abound. 

And herbs pccurely spring nboYO the ground, 

Tliat man may bo sustam’d beneath the toil 
Of manunng the ill produemg soil , 

Winch with a plenteous harvest does at last 
Cancel the memory of labours past , 

Yields him the product of the generous vme. 

And bahny oil that makes his face to shme 
FiIIb all his granaries with a loadon crop. 

Against the bare, barren winter Ins great pi op 
The trees of God with kindly sap do swell, 

E’en cedars tall m Lebanon that dwell, 

Upon whose lofty tops the birds erect 
Their nests, ns careful nature does direct. 

The long-ncck’d storks unto the fir-trees fly, 

And with their cackhng cnes disturb the sky. 

To unfrequented Inlls wild goats resort. 

And on bleak rocks the mmble conies sport. 


TJ/OWSON S POi'!'5 

The changing moon Thou clad’fit '\\ntli silver light, 

To check the black domimon of the night 
High through the skies in silent state she rides, 

And by her rounds the fleeting tune divides 
The ending sun doth in duo tunc decline, 

And Utito shades the murmuring v>orld resign 
Dark night Tliou mak’st succeed the cheerful d.ij, 
^hich forest beasts from their lone caves suiioy 
They rouse themselves, creep out, and seaidi Ihcir 
prey. 

Young hungry hous from their dens come out, 

And, mad on blood, stalk feaifiiUy about 
They brcalc night’s silence with their hideous ron. 

And from kind heaven their nightly prey implore. 

Just as the lark begms to streteb her vnug, 

And, flickering on her nest, makes short cssaj^s to sing, 
And the sweet dawn, unth a faint glmuncung bght, 
Unveils the face of nature to the sight, 

To their dark dens they take their hasty flight 
Not 60 tho husbandman, — ^for with the sun. 

He does lus pleasant course of labours run 
Home with coutent in the cool e’en returns, 

And his svi eet tods until the mom adjounis 
How many arc Tliy wondrous woiks, 0 Loid 1 
They of Thy wisdom sohd proofs afford 
Out of Thy boundless goodness Thou didst fill, 
■Withnehes and dehghts, both \ale and lull 
Hen the broad ocean, wherein do abide 
Monsters that flounce upon the boilmg tide, 

And swarms of lesser beasts and fish beside 


JIISCELIiAM'fiOirS POKIIS 

Tjs tliero tliat daring fsLips before the wind 
Do scud amain, and make tbe port assign’d 

-lis tliere tliat XieviRtlian sports and plays, 

And spouts Ins water in tbe face of day, 

For food witb gaping mouth they wait on Tliee, 

If Thou witbhold’st, they pine, they faint, they die, 
- Tliou bountifully op’st Thy hbeial hand, 

And scattcr’st plenty both on sea and hiucb 
Thy vital spirit makes all things hve beloi\, 

TJie face of nature with new beauties glow 
God’s awful glory ne’er will have an end, 

To vast eternity it will extend 

When He surveys His woiks, at the wide sight 

He doth rejoice, and take divine debght. 

His look the earth into its centre shakes , 

A touch of His to smoke the mountains makes 
I ’ll to God’s honour consecrate my lays, 

And when I cease to be. I’ll cease to praise 
Upon the Lord, a sublime lofty theme, 

My meditations sweet, rayjoys suprema 
Let danng sinners feel Thy vengeful rod, 

May they no 'moie be kuoivn by their aboda 
My soul and all my poweis, O bless the Loid 
And the whole race of men, ■with one accord 


ON A COUNTRY LIFE, 

I ILATE the clamour of the smoky towns. 
Rut much admire the bhss of rural clowns 
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Wliero some remains of innocence appear, 

Wliere no rude noise insults tlve bstomng ear , 

Nouglit but soft zephjTs -crbispcmig tlirougli the trees, 
Or the still humming of the painful bees , 

The gentle murmurs of the purling nU, 

Or the unwearied chirping of the dnll , 

Iho chanmng harmony of uarbluig birds, 

Or hollow lowiugs of the'grnring herds , 

The murmurmg stockdove’s mclancholj coo, 

"When they their lovSd mates lament or woo , 

The pleasing bleatings of the tender lambs, 

Or the indistinct mumbhng of their dams , 

The musical discord of chiding hounds, ' 

Whereto the echomg hill or rock resounds , 

The rural mournful songs of lovo-sick swains, 
Whereby they soothe their raging amorous pains 
The whisthng music of the lagging plongh, 

Which does the strength of drooping beasts renew 
And as the country mags with pleasant sounds, 

So with dehghtful prospects it ahoimds 
Through every season of the shdmg year, 

Unto the ravish’d sight now scones appear 
In the sweet Spnng the sun’s prohfic ray 
Does paiutnd flowers to the nuld air display, 

Then opemng buds, then tender herbs are seen, 

And the bare fields aio all array’d m green. 

In npemng feummer, tbe full laden vales 
Give prospectW employment for the flails , 

Each breath omvind the bearded groves makes bend, 
Which seems fatal sickle to portend. 
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In Autumn, that repays tlie labourer’s pams, 
Bcapcis 8^\eep doMn tbe honours of tlie plains 
Anon black Winter, from tbe frozen north. 

Its trensuries of snow and bail pours forth , 

Then etorniy uinds blou' through the Lazy sky. 

In desolation nature seems to he , 

The upstain’d snow from the full cloud descends. 
Whose sparkhng lustre open eyes offends 
In maiden white the ghttenug fields do shme , 

Then bleating flocks for want of food repine, 

With wither’d eyes they see all snow around, 

And with their fore feet paw and scrape the ground , 
They cheerfully do crop the insipid glass. 

The shepherds, sighing, cry, Alas ' alas ! 

Then pmching want the wildest beast does tame, 
Then huntsmen on the snow do trace their game , 
Keen frost then turns the hqmd lakes to glass. 
Arrests the dancing nvulcts as they pass 
How sweet and innocent are country sports, 

And, as men’s tempers, vanons are their sorts. 

Ton, on the banks of soft meandering Tweed, 

May in your tods ensnare tbe watery breed, 

And medy lead the artificial flee,'*^ 

Which, when the nimble, watpbful trout does see, 

Ho at tbe bearded hook wiU briskly spring , 

Then in that instant twitch your harry string, 

And, when he ’s hook’d, you, with a constant hand, 
May draw him strugghng to the fatal land, 

Then at fit seasons you may clothe your hook, 

* A ScotUcIam fly 
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With a sweet bait, dress’d by a faithless cook. 

The greedy pilvO daits to ’b with cagei Iiaste, 

And, being struck, in vain he flics at last , 

Ho rages, storms, and flounces through the stieain, 
JJut all, alas ! his life cannot redeem 
At other tunes jou may pursue the chase, 

And hunt the nunble hare from place to place 
See, when the dog is just upon the grip, 

Out at a side she ’ll make a handsome skip 
And ere he can divert his furious course, 

She, far before him, scours with all hei force 
She ’ll shift, and many times run the same ground , 
At last, outweaned by the stionger hound. 

She falls a sacrifice unto lus hate, 

And with sad piteous screams laments her fate, 

See how the hawk doth take his towering flight 
And in his course outflies our very sight. 

Bears down the fluttering fowl with all his might 
See how the wary gunner casts about, 

Watchmg the fittest posture when to shoot 
Quick as the fatal hghtnmg blasts the oak, 

He gives the springing fowl a sudden stroke , 

He pours upon ’t a shower of mortal lead, 

And ere the noise is heard the fowl is dead. 
Sometimes he spreads lus hidden subtile snare, 

Of which the entangled fowl was not aivare , 
Through pathless wastes he doth pursue lus sport, 
Where naught but moor-fowl and wild beasts resoit 
When the noon sun directly darts his beams 
Upon your giddy heads, with hciy gleams, 
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Tlien you may batho yourself m cooling streams , 

Or to tbe sivcet adjounng grove retire, 

Wlieie trees witb intervoien boughs conspire 
To form a graceful shade, — there ruial swams 
Do tune their 'oaten reeds to rural strains , 

The silent birds sit listening on the sprays, 

And in soft charming notes do imitate their lays 
TJiere you may stretch yourself npon the grass, 

And, lidl’d ivith music, to kind slumbers pass • 

No meagre cares 3'our fancy ivill distiact, 

And on that scene no tragic fears ivill act , 

Save the dear imago of a charming she, 

Naught •will the object of your vision be. 

Away the vicious pleasures of the town , 

Let empty, partial fortune on me frown, 

But grant, ye powers, that it may be my lot 
To live m peace from noisy towns remote 


ON HAPPINESS 

WAim’p by the summer sun’s mendian ray, 
As underneath a spreading oak I lay, 
Contemplating tlio mighty load of woe, 

In search of bliss, that mortals undergo, 
Who, w'hile they think they happiness enjoy, 
Embrace a curse wrapt in delusive joy, 

I reason’d tbus Since the Creator, God, 
Wlio in eternal love lias His abode, 

Hath blended witb tbe essence of the soul 
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An appctito as fi^cid as tlio pole, 

That’s always eager in piiratnt of bliss, 

And always veering till it point to this, 

There is some object adequate to fill 
Tins boundless wish of our extended 'mil 
Now, wbilo my thought round nature’s circle rtum 
(A bolder journey than the fimous sun’s) 

Tins cluef and satiating good to find 
The attracting centre of the Iminan muid, 
ily cars they deafen’d, to my swimming eyes 
His magic wand the drowsy god nppbc'', 

Bound all my senses in a silken sleep, 

\71ulo mumc fancy did her vigils keep , 

Yet still methinks some condescending jow er 
Banged the ideas in my mmd that hour 
ilcthought I wandcniig was, "with thousands more, 
Beneath a high prodigious hill, before. 

Above tbo clouds whose towering summit rose. 

With utmost labour only gam’d by those 
"Wlio grovelbng prejudices throw away, 

And with incessant straining climb’d thoir waj , 
Wbere all who stood their failing breath to gam, 
■With, headlong rum tumbled down amam 
Tlus mountam is through eiery nation famed, 

And, as I learned, Contemplation namccL 
Oh happy me ! when I had reach’-d its top 
"Unto my sight a boundless scene did ope. 

ITirst, sadly I survey’d with downward eye, 

Of restless men below the busy frj-, 

■Wlio hunted trifles in an endless maze, 

-A 
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like foolish hoys, on sunny summer days, 
Pursuing butterflies uitli all tbeir might, 

Wlio can’t their troubles in the chase requite. 
The painted insect, ho ivho most admires, 
Gncves most when it in lus rude hand e'^pires , 
Or should it live, with endless fears is toss’d, 
Lest it take wing and bo for ever lost. 

Some men I saw their utmost art employ 
How to attam a false deceitful joy, 

Which from afar conspicuously did blaze. 

And at a distance fixed their ravish’d gaze. 

But nigh at hand it mock’d their fond embrace , 
WJien lo 1 again it flashed m their eyes. 

But stiD, as they drew near, the fond illusion dies 
J ust so I ’vo seen a water-dog pursue 
An uuflown duck within lus greedy view, 

When ho has, panting, at his prey amved. 

The coxcomb fooling — suddenly it dived , 

He, griiiping, is almost with water choked, 

And grief, that all his towenng hopes are mock’d. 
Then it emeigcs, he renews his toil. 

And o’er and o’er again ho gets the foil 
Tea, all the joys beneath the conscious sun, 

And spfter ones that his inspection shun, 
iluch of their pleasures in fruition fade , 
Enjoyment o’er them throws a sullen shade. 

The reason is, v e promise vaster things 

And sweeter joys than from their nature springs , 

When they are lost, iv oep the apparent bliss. 

And not wluit really lu fruition is , 
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So tlicit our giiefs are greater than our jojs, 

And real pain spiings fioni fantastic toys 
Though all terrene delights of men belo^^ 

Are almost nothing but a glaring show , 

Yet if there always were a vngm joy 
When t’othci fades to soothe the wanton boy, 

He somewhat might excuse his heedless course, 
Some show of reason for the same enforce , 

But frugal natuie wisely docs deny 
To niankmd such profuse variety , 

Has only what is needfnl to us given, 

To feed and cheer ns in the way to heaven , 

And more would but the traveller delay, 

Impede and clog hun m his upward way 
I from the mount all mortal pleasures saw 
Themselves within a narrow compass draw . 

The hbertine a nauseous cude ruu, 

And dully acted what he’d often done 
Just so when Luua darts her sil\er raj , 

And pours on silent earth a paler day 
From Stygian caves the flittermg fames scud, 
And on the margeut of some limpid flood, 
■Which by reflected moouhght darts a glance, 

In midnight circles range themselves and dance. 
^ — To-nioirow, ones he, wdl us entertain 
Oh hapj, morrow hut to-day again ? 

Unto my jjq more the chase pursue, 

First, sadly . more the tod renew 


Of restless men b 
Who hunted trifles 


‘wnt and a fix’d design 
^ n IS a lastmg niiue 


illJ'^CELLVNTOUS TOiMfe 
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Of solid satisfaction, puicsfc joy, — 

For virtue’s pleasures ncvei, never cloy, — 

Yet hitlier come, chmb u)) the steep ascent, 
Yoim painful labour you imII ne’er repent 
From lieavon itself hero you’re but one remove , 
Here’s tiro praeludrum of the ]oys above, 

Hero you ’ll behold tire awful Godhead shine, 
And all perfcctroiis in the same combine, 

You’ll see that God, who, by His powerful call. 
From empt3'' nothmg drew tins spacious ball, 
Sfado beauteous order the rude mass control, 
'And every part subservient to the whole. 

Here 3'ou’Jl behold upon the fatal tiee 
The God of nature bleed, expire, and die, 

For such as ’gainst His holy laws rebel. 

And such ^is bid defiance to His helh 
Through the dark gulf, hero 5mu may clearly pry 
’Twixt narrow Time and vast Eternity , 

Behold the Godhead lust, as well as good, 

And vengeance pour’d on tramplers on Has blood 
But all the tears wiped from His people’s eyes, 
And, for their entrance, cleave the partmg skies. 
Tlieii sure you -will with holy ardours bum. 

And to seraphic heats 3’’Our passion turn , 

Then in your eyes all mortal fair will fade, 

And leave of mortal beauties but the shade , 
Yourself to Him you ’ll solemnly devote, 

To Him, without whose providence you ’re not , 
You ’ll of His service rebsh the dehght, 

And to His praises all your powers e\cite , 




Vou’il cckbrato His in.uf in lic.ivciily snuiui, 

Mcll pleased sbics in cclioes will rcboiuid ; 
Tim IS tlic greatest liappincss that CMi 
Possessed be lu tins short life by nnn 
Hut daiUj here the Godhead we s’lrrcr, 
Confined and crump?! 1 in this cage of clay 
\\diat crncl band is this to earth tluat tics 
Our souls from ^oaring to their nati\c skies J 
Upon the hneht eternal face to gaze, 

Ard there dnuk ni the hcutiGc rays 
Tlierc to behold the good one and the fair, 

A ray from vrhoin all mortal beauties arc ? 

In beauteous nature all the Inrmonj 
Is but the echo of the Deity, 

Of nil porfcctioii who the centre is, 

And boundless ocean of untainted bliss ; 

For ever open to the ravish’d vicvr, 

And full enjoyment of the radiant crevr 
Who live in ruptures of eternal joy, 

WIiosc flaming lose thur tuneful liarps employ 
In solemn hymns Jehosab’s praise to emg, 

And make all hciaven with hallelujahs ruig. 

These realms of hght no furtlier I’Jl cvplore. 
And in these heights I will no longer soar 
Hot like onr grosser atmosphere beneath, 

The ether here’s too thin for mo to breathe. 

The region is insufferably bright, 

And flashes on me anth too strong n hght 
Tlien from the mountain, lo ' I now descend, 
And to my vision pub a hasty end. 


‘ StKOCLTiANEOUS POEMS 

VmSES ON RECEIVING A fXOWER ER02I 
HIS MISTRESS 

JrAD^Vjr, tlic ei tliat I received from you, 

Hre I cauio Lome, Lad lost its lovely hue 
^ As lloM ers deprived of the genial day, 

Its sprightly bloom did wither and decay 
Dear, fading flow er, I hnow full v ell, said I, 

The reason that you shed your sweets and die ; 

Ton want the influence of her enlivenmg eye 
Tonr case is mme — ^Absence, that jilague of love 1 
Vi ith heavy pace makes every minute move 
It of my being is an ciniity blank. 

And huidcrs me myself with men to rank , 

Yom cheering presence quickens me agam. 

And new-sprung bfo exults in every vein 


AN ELEGY ON PANTING. 

It was a sad, ay, ’twas a sad faiewell , 

I still afresh tlio pangs of parting feel I 
Agamst my breast my heart impatient beat. 
And lu deep sighs bemoan’d its cruel fate , 
Thus with the object of my love to part, 

My life 1 my joy 1 ’twould rend a rocky heait 
Where’er I turn myself, avhoro’er I go, 

I meet the image of my loicly foe. 


TUOMSO^J S POE1I5 

Witli 'witcluBg charms the phantom still appears, 

And vath her vranton smiles insults my tears , 

Still haxmts the places where we used to walk. 

And where with raptures oft I heard her talk , 

Those scenes I nov' with deepest sorrow view, 

And sighiug bid to all delight adicn. 

While I my head upon this turf rechue, 

Officious sun, in vain on me you shme , 

In vam unto the smihng fields I hie , 

In vam the flowery meads salute my eye , 

In vain the cheerful birds and shepherds siug, 

And with then- carols make the valleys nng , 

Yea, all the pleasure that the country yield 
Can’t me from sorrow for her absence shield , 

With divme pleasure books which one inspire, 

Yea, books themselves I do not now ndnure. 

But hark ' metbinks some pitymg power I hear 
This welcome message whisper m my ear 
“ Forget thy groundless gnefs, dejected swam, 

You and the nymph you love shall meet agam , 
klo more your muse shall smg such mournful lays. 

But bounteous Heaven and your kmd mistress praise.’’ 


TO SERAPHIHA. 

The wanton’s charms, however hnght, 
Are hke the false illusive light 
Whose flattermg unauqucaons blaze 
To precipices oft betrays 


MlSOniiLAMZOUS POKJS 

But that sweet ra)' your beauties dait, 
Wluch clears the mind, and cleans the heart, 
Is like the sacred queen of night, 

Wlio pours a lovelj , gentle light 
Wide o’er the dark, by wanderers blest, 
Conducting them to peace and rest. 

A vicious love depraves the mind, 

’Tis anguish, guilt, and folly join'd , 

But (Seraphina’s eyes dispense 
A mild and gracious influence , 

Such as in visions angels shed 
Around the heaven-iUumined head 
To love thee, Seraphina, sure 
Is to be tender, happy, pure , 

Tis from low passions to escape. 

And woo bnght virtue’s fairest shape, 

’Tis ecstasy with asnsdomjom’d, 

And heaven mfused mto the mind 


ON THE HOOP 

Tul hoop, the darling justly of the fair. 

Of every generous swam deserves the care. 

It IS unmanly to desert the weak, 

'Twould urge a stone, if possible, to speak , 

To liear staunch hypocrites bawl out, and cry, 
“This hoop ’s a whonsh garb, fie I ladies, fie 1 ” 
O cruel and audacious men, to blast 
The fame of Irdies more than vestals chaste, 


THOjisoN s ronis 

Sliould jou go search the globe throughout, 

None "Will you find so pious and dc\ out , 

So modest, chaste, so handsome, and so fair, 

As our dear Caledonian ladies arc. 

"When an fill beauty puts on all her charms, 
Nought gives our sex such temble alarms, 

As Tvlien the hoop and tartan both combuio 
To mahe a v irgin like a goddess shme 
Let quakers cut their clothes unto the quick, 
And "With seventies themselves afflict , 

Ilut may the hoop adorn Edma’s street, 

Till the south pole shall vnth the northern meek 


ON MAT 

AiiONG the changmg months, May stands coufest 
The su cctest, and m fairest colours drest 
Soft as the breeze that fans the smihng field , 

Sweet as the breath that opening roses yield , 

Fan as the colour lavish Nature pamts 
On virgin flowers fiec from uuodorous tamts 1 
To rural scenes thou tempt’st the busy crowd, 

Who, in each grove, thy praises smg aloud I 

The bloommg belles aud shtdlow beau?:, strange sigbt 1 

Turn nymphs and swains, and in their sports debght 


THE MCHNING IN THE WirNTET 
WipN from the memng chambers of the east 
The mormug eptm^s, m thousand hvenes drest. 


snsonLLANEocrs porats 

TJie early larli.8 their moimng tribute pay, 

And, in shrill notes, salute the blooming day 
BcfroshlSd fields TMth pearly dew do shine, 

And tender blades therewith their tops mchne 
Their painted leaves the unblown flowois ci.pand, 
And ivifch then odoioiis breath perfume tlie land 
The crovong cock and chattering hen awakes 
Dull sleepy clowns, nho Icnow the mormng bieaks 
The herd his plaid around his shoulders tin o\\ s, 
Grasps Ins dear crook, calls on his dog, and goes 
Around the fold he wallcs with careful pace, 

And fallen clods sets in their wonted place , 

Then opes the door, unfolds Iqs fleecy care, 

And gladly sees them crop then morning fiu 
Down upon easy moss he lays, 

And sings some charmmg shephei dess’s praise. 


LINES ON MARLEFIELD 


What is the task that to the muse belongs ’ 
What but to deck m her harmonious songs 
The beauteous works of nature and of art, 
llural retreats that cheer the heavy heart 1 
Then Mnrl6fiold begin, my muse, and sing , 
With MarI6fioId the hills and vales sh.iU iing 
Oh I what dehght and pleasure ’tis to rove 
Through all the wallcs aud alloys of tins grove. 
Where spreading trees a checker’ d scene displays, 
Partly admitting and excluding day-, 
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Wliere cheerful green and odorous sweets conspn-e 
The droojjing soul witli pie isure to inspure , 

Where httle birds employ their narrow throe ts 
To sing its praxes in unlabour’d notes 
To it adjoin’d a nsmg fabric stands, 

Winch, with its state our silent awe commands , 

Its endless beauties mock the poet’s pen, 

So to the garden I ’ll retm-n again. 

Pomona makes the trees with frmt abound, 

And blushing Flora pamts the enamell’d ground. 
Here lavish Nature does her stores disclose, 

Flowers of all hue, their queen the bashful rose, 
With theu? sweet breath the ambient air’s perfumed, 
Nor IS thereby their fragrant stores consumed 
O’er the fair landscape sportive zephyrs scud, 

And by kind force display the infant bud. 

The vegetable kiud here rear their head, 

By kindly showers and heaven’s indulgence fed 
Of "fabled nymphs such were the sacred haunts. 

But real nymphs this charnung dwelhng vaunta 
Now to the greenhouse let ’s awhile retire, 

To shun the heat of Sol’s mfectious fire 
Immortal authors grace this cool retreat, 

Of ancient times, and of a modem date 
Here would my praises and my fancy dwell , 

But it, alas ! descnption does excel. 

Oh may this sweet, this beautiful abode 
Bemam the charge of the eternal God I 
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ON BEAUTY. 

Blauti desen^cs tlio liomago of tlio muse 
Shall mine, rebelhous, the dear theme refuse ? 

No , while my breast respires the vital an, 
Wholly I am devoted to the fan 
Beautj’’ I ’ll sing m my subliraest lays, 

I burn to give her just immortal pr.aise 
The heavenly maid with transport I ’ll pursue 
To her abode, and all licr graces view 
This happy place with nil delight abounds, 

And plenty broods upon the fertile grounds. 

Hero verdant grass their waving 

And lulls aud vales in sweet confusion ho , 

The nibbling flock strays o’er the iismg hills, 

And all around with bleating music fills , 

High on their fronts tall blooming forests nod. 

Of sylvan deities the blest abode , 

The feather’d minstrels hop from spr.ay to spray, 
And chant their gladsome carols all the day , 

Till dusky Night, advancing m her car. 

Makes with dcclmmg Light successful war. 

Then Philomel her mournful lay repeats, 

And through her throat breathes melancholy sw'eeta 
Still higher yet wild rugged rocks arise. 

That all ascent to himian foot domes, 

And strike beholders with a dread surpnse 
This paradise these towermg hills surround, 

TJiat thither is one only passage found. 
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Increasing brooks roll down the monntam's side, 
And ns they pass Iho opposing pebbles chide. 

But vernal showers refresli the blooming. year 
Their only season is eternal spnng, 

IVhich hovers o’er them •with a downy wing , 
Blossoms and fruits at once Iho trees adorn 
With glowing blushes, Idee the rosy morn 
The way that to this stately palace goes, 

Of myrtle trees, lies ’twret tw o oven rows. 

Which, towering high, with outstretch’d arms (hsph\ 
Over our heads a living arch have made. 

To sing, my muse, tho bold attempt begin, 

Of awful beauties you beheld -within 
Tho goddess sat upon a throne of gold, 

Emboss’d with figures charming to hchold, 

Hero new-mado Eve stood an Jier early bloom, 

Not yet obscured with sm’s sullen gloom , 

Her naked beauties do tho soul confound, 

From every part is given a fatal w ound , 

Tliere other beauties of a meaner fame 
Ohhge the sight, whom here I shall not name 
In her right hand she did a sceptre sway, 

O’er all niankmd ambitions to obey. 

Her lovely fordiead and her lallmg ej c, 

Her blushing cheelrs of a vermilion dye, 

Her bp’s soft pnlp, her heaving snowy breast, 

Her well-turn’d arm, her handsome, slender waist, 
And all below veil’d from the curious eye , 

O heavenly maid • makes all beholders ctj 

— \ 
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Her dress Avns plaiUj not pompous as a budo, 
TVJuch -would ber succter native beauties bide 
One tiling I nnnd, a spreading lioop she wore, 
Than iiotlnng -which adorns a lady more , 

With equal rage, could I its beauties sing, 

I d -with the hoop make all Parnassus ring. 
Around her slioulders, danghng on lici tlnone, 
A bright tnrtana carelessl3' was thrown, 

"Ulncli lias already won immoital praise 
hlost sweetly sung in Allan Eamsay’s laj s , 

Tbo -wanton Cupids did around her play, 

And smilmg loves upon her bosom stray, 

With purple wings they round about her flew, 
And her sweet bps tinged with ambrosial dew 
Her air was easy, graceful was her mien, 

Her presence banish’d the ungrateful spleen , 

In short, her diiuno mfluence refaned 
Our corrupt hearts, and pohshSd manlond 
Of lovely nj-mphs she had a smilmg tram. 
Fairer than those e’er graced Arcadia’s plain. 

Tlio British ladies nc-vt to her took placei. 

Who chiefly did the fair assembly grace 
What blooimiig virgins can Britannia boast. 

Their praises would all eloquence exhaust ' 

With ladies there my ra-nsh’d eyes did meet, 

That oft I’ve seen grace fair Edina’s street, 

With then bioad hoops cut through tlie wiUing au 
Pleased to give place unto the lovely fair 
Sure this is hlce those blissful seats above. 

Here [all] is peace, transporting loy, and love 
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ShoTild I be doom d by cruel angry fait 
In some lone mle my lingering end to rvait. 

Yet bappy I ! still bappy should I be ' 

■Wbile bless’d -witb virtue and a charming she; 
With full content I’d fortune’s pride despise, 
And die still gazmg on her lovely ej es 
May all the blessmgs mortals need below, 
May all the blessings Heaven can bestow, 

Alay every thmg that’s pleasant, good, or rare. 
Be the eternal portion of the Hnr 


AH ELEGY UPON JAhlES THEllBUBH, 

IN CHA.TTO 

How, Chatto, you’re a dreary place, 

Pale sorrow broods on ilka face , 

Therhnm has run his race. 

And now, and now, ah me, alas I 
The carl hes dead. 

Havmg hiB paternoster said, 

He took n dram and went to bed. 

He fell asleep, and death was glad 

That he had cateh’d him , 
Eor Therhnm was e’en iU bested. 

That none did watch him 

Eor had the carl but been aware. 

That meagre Heath, who none docs sp"re, 
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T attempt sic tlunga sLould ever dare, 
As stop Ills pipe , 

Ho miglit have come to flee or scare, 

TJio greedy gipe 

How Iio’d had but a gill or twae, 

Death wou’d line got the victory sae, 

Nor put poor Therbum o’er the brae, 
luto the grave , 

The fuuibhug fellow, some folks say. 
Should be jobb’d on bnith night and da> , 
She had without’ou better play, 

Eemained still, 

Barren for ever and for aye, 

Do what he will 

Therefore they say ho got some help 
In gottmg of the httle whelp , 

But passing that, it makes mo yelp, 

But what remead 1 
Death lent him sic a cm-sed skelp, 

That now he’s deacL 

Therbum, for ever more farewell. 

And bo thy grave both dry and deep , 

And rest thy carcass soft and weU, 

Free from 

, , no mght 

Disturb 
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OK THE DEATH OF HIS itOTHER * 

Ye fabled Muecs, I your md disclaim, 

Your airy raptures, and your fancied Rnmc , 

True gcnuiuo n oo my throbbing breast insiuros 
Love prompts my la 3 's, and filial duty fires , 

My soul springs instant at the warm design, 

And the heart dictates every flowing line. 

See 1 whore the kindest, best of mothers lies, 

And death has closed her o\cr-watching eyes , 

Has lodged at last in peace her weary breast, < 

And lull’d her many piercing cares to rest 
Ko more the orphan tram around her stands, 

■While her full heart upbraids her needy hands ' 

No more the widow’s lonely fate she feels, 

The shock severe that modest nant coiiceaE, 

The oppressor’s scourge, the scorn of wealthy pride, 

And poverty’s unnnmber’d ills beside. 

For see 1 attended by tbo angebe throng, 

Through yonder worlds of hght sho ghdes along. 

And claims the well-eam’d raptures of the slcy 
Yet fond concern recalls the mother’s eye , 

She seeks the helpless orphans left behmd , 

So hardly left 1 so bitterly resign’d ! 

Still, still 13 she my soul’s diurnal theme. 

The wakmg vision, and the waihng dream , 

Amid the ruddy sun’s enlivemug blaze 

« Tho pool’s mother fliod cm 10th Mny 1725, a verr .i-ort Umo after lio Ion 
hla native oonntry never agnSn to rotnm 


IIISOELLANEODS POLJIS 

O’er my dark cifes her dowy image plays, 

And m the dread dominion of the mght 
Shmes out again the sadly pleasing sight 
Triumphant yirtue all around her darts, 

And more than volumes every look imparts — 
Looks, soft, yet awful , melting, yet serene , 

Where hoth the mother and the samt are seen 
Lut ah 1 that night — that torturmg night remains , 
May darkness dye it with the deepest stains. 

May joy on it forsake hei rosy bowers. 

And streaming sorrow blast its baleful horns. 

When on the margin of the biiny flood. 

Chill’d with a sad presaging damp I stood. 

Took the last look, ne’er to behold her moie. 

And mis’d our murmurs with the wavy roai , 
Heard the last words fall from her pious tongue. 
Then, wild mto the bulgmg vessel flung, 

Which soon, too soon, convoy’d mo from her sight. 
Dearer than life, and hberfy, and hght 1 
Wliy was I then, ye powers, reserved for this 1 
Nor sunk that moment in the vast abyss ? 

Devour’d at once by the relentless wave. 

And whelm’d for ever m a watery grave 1 — 

Down, ye wild wishes of unruly woe ! — 

I see her with immortal beauty glow , 

The early wriulrle, care-contracted, gone, 

Her tears aU wiped, and all her sorrows flown , 

Tlie exalting voice of Heaven I hear her breathy 
To soothe her soul m agomes of death. 

I see her through the mansions bless’d above, 
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And now she meets her dear expecting love 
He.irfc-cheering sight ! but j ct, alas 1 o’erspread 
By the dark gloom of Griefs unchcerful shade 
Como then, of reason the reflecting hour, 

And let mo trust the laud o’ erruling Bovs er, 

^Vho from the night commands the shining day, 
Tlic poor man’s portion, and the orphan’s stay. 


A PAIIAPHIIASE ON THE LATTER PART OE THE 
SIXTH CHAPTER OF ST ilATXHEW.* 

♦ 

When my breast labours with oppressive care, 

And o’er my cheek descends the foiling tear , 

While all my warring passions arc at strife, 

Oh, let mo listen to the n ords of life 1 
Raptures deep-felt His doctrine did impni t, 

And thus Ho raised from earth the drooping heart, 
“Think not, when nil y our scanty stores afford, 

Is spread at once upon the sparing board , 

Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 

While on the roof the howling tempest bears. 

What further shall this feeble life sustain, 

And what shall clothe these shivering bmbs again 1 
Say, does not bfe its nourishment exceed 1 
And the fair body its investing w eed ? 

• Tills Pnmplirnao, nnd tbo tlirooplocos tlintlmnicdlotcly foUow.worcpub- 
Usliod lu 1720, In a volnmo ot JUjcdlaneotis Poemi In tercral llantts, edited liy 
Mr nalplo. They appeared In tl.atcollccfon vrlthout the author a name, hut 
yero reprinted nnlfonnly with Tin ;5ea«on», In tho-fonowlng year— JVo/«hy 

ilr Bolton Oonioy to MurdQoheH/ejjmionijon, Ed. 1842 , 
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“ licliuld ' ami loo\ awaj j-our low despair — 

Sec tlio liglit tenants of the barren air 
To tlicin, nor store'', nor gnnancs belong, 

Nought but Uio noodland, and the pleasing song, 

Yet, your kind heavenly Father bends His eye 
On llic least wjng that flits along tbo shy, 

To Him tlicj' Ping, ivlicn Spring renews tho plain. 

To Him tlioy cry, in Winter’s pincliing reign , 

Nor 13 tbeir imwic, nor tbeir plaint in vain , 

Ho bears the gay and tbo distressful call, 

And with unsparing bountj fills them all 

“Observe Uio rising bly’a snowy giacc, 

Obseno tbo various acgclablo race , 

They ucidier toil, nor spin, but careless grow', 

Yet see lioW' warm they blush 1 how' bright tljcj glow ! 
Wlint regal acstments can with them compare ! 

What king so shining ' or w'liat queen so fair ! 

If ceaseless tlius tho fow'ls of iicavcu lie feeds, 

If o’er tho fields such lucid robes lio spreads 
Will Ho not care for you, yo fnilbless, say ? 

Is He imwiso? or aro yo less tliau they ? 


THE HAPPY MiVN 

HiAs not tbo happy man, to whom is given 
A plenteous fortune by indulgent Heaven , 

" Ylioso gilded roofs on shining columns use, 
And painted walls cncliaiit tbo gnzePs eyes , 
WJiosc table flows with bosintablo cheer, 
And all the vnnous bounty of tbo yeai , 
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Whosc valleys smile, whose gardens hicatho the spring 
Wioso cunSd moniitains ble.tt, and forests sing, 

Foi whom the cooling shade in snniTncr twines, 

While lus full cellars gi\o their generous wines , 

From whose wide fields unbounded autumn pour 
A golden tide into Ins swelling stores ; 

Whoso winter laughs , for whom the liberal gales 
Stretch the big sheet, and toiling commerce sails, 
lYliom jnelduig ciowds attend, and pleasnro serves , 
Willie youth, and health, and vigonr string his uci i c 
E’en not all these, iti one nch lot combined. 

Can inaho the happy man, without tho mind , 

Wlieic judgment sits clcar-sightcd, and snrvcj ^ 

The chain of icason wulh uucrniig gaze , 

Wlicrc fancy lives, and to the brightening ejes, 

" Hci fairer scenes, and bolder figures rise , 

Where social love exerts licr soft command, 

And lays tho passions with a tender hand, 

Whence every virtuo flows, in rival stiifc, 

And all the moral hannony of lifa 
Nor canst thou, Dodington,* this truth dccliuo 
'flune 18 the fortune, and tho mind is tlmio 


THE INCOBIPAIIABLE SOPOKIFIC DOOTOE t 

SwTiET, sleelcy Doctor 1 dear pacific soul ! 

Lay at the beef, and suck the vital bowl I 

• Bub Dcxllngtou, oftorwards Lord Molcombo 

t Ur Putrid Jltndoob 
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Still let the itivohing smoke mornid thee liy, 
.'Vml brond look’d dulncss eettlo in tlunc eye 
All 1 eofl lu down those dninty limbi repose, 
And in the Tory Inp of Kliimbcr doze , 

But clncflj on the luzy dny of grace, 

Gull foitli the lambent glories of tliy face , 

If nnglit the tbooghts of dinner can prcnil, 

And siiro tho Sumlay'a diniici cannot fail, 

'J’o tlio ilim clinrcli m sleepy pomp piocccd, 

, And lean on the lethargic book thy head , 

Those eyes wipe often witli the hallow’d lawn, 
Profonudlj nod, immeasurably jaw n , 

Slow let the prayers by thy meek lips bo sung, 
Ntir let tby thoughts bo distanced by thy tongno 
If e’er tlie lingerers arc witbm a call, 

' Or if on pr.ijcrs thon dcign’st to tbink at all 
Yet — only jot — the swimming licad wo bend, 
But wlion serene, the pulpit joii ascend, 

Tlirougli every joint a gentle horror creeps, 

And round j on the consenting aiKbenco sleeps 
So wlien an ass with slnggieli front appears, 

Tlic horses start, and prick then qmvenng eaie , 
But soon ns c’ci the sago is licard to braj", 

Tiio fields all tluindcr, and they bound away 


-feiUT ON SOLITUDE. 

lL\.ir<, imldly pleasing Solitude, 
Companion of tbo wiso and good , 
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But, from wTiose lioly, piercmg eye, 

The herd of fools and villains fly 

Oh I how I love with thee to walk, 

And hsten to thy whisper’ d talk, 

Which innocence and truth imparts, 

And melts the most ohdu^te hearts.j^^^^ 

A thousand shapes you wear mth ease, 
And still m every shape you please 
Now wrapt m some mystenous dream, 

A lone pluloEopher you seem , 

Now qmck from hill to vale you fly, 

4i.nd now you sweep the vaulted sky , 

A shepherd nest, you haunt the plain, 

And w arble forth your oaten stnun , 

A lover now, with all the grace 
Of tliat sTiveet passiou in your face , 

^^Then, calm’d to fnendship, you assume 
The gentle-lookmg Hertford’s bloom, 

As, with her Musidora, she ^ ^ ^ 
(Her Musidora fond of thee) 

Amid the long-withdrawing vale, 
v^wakes the nvall’d mghtmgale. 

f~ )rtXJ^->rOUAj4' 

^ Thme is the balmy breath of morn, 

^ Jnst as the dew-hent rose IS horn , 
"V^cv- jj^^/^d while meridian fervonrs beat, 

Thme is the woodland dumb retreat , 
But chie^ when evemng scenes decay. 
And the famt landscape swims away, 
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Tluno 13 tlie doubtful soft decline, 

Ajid tbtA 'besli bour oi Tuusiug -tbiuB 

Descending angels bless tby train, 

The virtues of the sage, and swam , 
Plain Innocence, in white array’d, 
Before thee lifts her fearless head, 
Eebgion’s beams around thee shine, 

And cheer thy glooms with hght divine 
About thee sports sweet Liberty , 

And rapt TJram*a sings to thee 

Oh, let me pierce thy secret cell I 
And m thy deep recesses dwell 
Perhaps from Norwood’s oak clad hill, 
When meditation has her fill, 

I just may cast my careless eyes, 

Where London’s spiry turrets rise , 
Thmk of its crimes, its cares, its pain, — 
Then shield me m the woods agam 


ON iEOLDS'S HAEP 

EtheeeAL race, inhabitants of au, 

Who hymn your God amid the secret grove , 

Te unseen bemgs, to my harp repair, 

And raise majestic straans, or melt m love 

Those tender notes, how kindly they upbraid, 

- With what soft woo they thrill the lover’s heart I 
Sure from the hand of some unhappy maid, 

Wlio died for love, these sweet complamings part 


160 T^I0JIS0^*b roi '■ih 

But hurk ' that stmm *t\ns of a graver Uuic, 

On tJie deep strings )us hand some hermit tlirovvs , 

Or he, the sacred Bard,*^ who sat alone 
In the drear waste, and wept hiR people’s woes 

Such was the song which Zion’s children sung, 

When by Euphrates’ stream Ihej made their pi iint , 
And to such sadly solemn notes nro strong 
Angehc haqis, to soothe a dying saint, 

ilcthinks I hear the full cclcslnl choir, 

Throngh heaven’s Ingli dome their awful anthem raise , 
Now chanting clear, and now they all conspire 
To swell tlie lofty lijunn from praise to praise. 

Let me, ye wandonug spirits of the wind, 

Who, as vnld fancy prompts >ou, touch the stnng, 

Smit with your theme, bo in your clionis join’d, 

For, till you cease, my Jtnse forgets to sing 


HYMN TO GOD’S POWER 

HaUi I Power Divino, wlio by Thy solo command. 
From the dark empty space, 

Made the broad sea and sohd land 
Smile with a heavenly grace. 

ilade the high mountain and firm rock, 

Where bleating cattle stray , 

And the strong, stately, spreadmg oak, 

That intercepts the day 


JercmtUi 


Mi'JcntLANcoug rorai'H 

Tlio rolling planets tliou inad’st movi^ 

By Thy effective will , 

And the revolving globes above 
Their destined course fulfil 

His mighty power, ye tlumders, praise, 

As through the heavens ye roll, 

And His great name, yc bghtmuga, blaze, 
Unto the distant pole. 

Ye seas, in jour eternal roar, 

Hia sacred praise proclaim ; 

‘Wliilc the inactive sluggish shore 
Bc-cchoes to the saraa 


Yc howling winds, howl out His praise, 
And mnlco the forests bow , 

IVhilo through the air, the earth, and seas. 
His solemn praise yc blow 

0 yon high harmonious spheres, 

Your powerful Mover sing, 

To Him your circling course that steel’s, 
Your tuneful praascs bnug. 

Ungrateful mortals, catch the sound, 

And in your numerous lays, 

To all the listening world around, 

The God of nature praise. 
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COMPLAINT ON THE MISERIES OE LUTE 

I LOATHE, 0 Ijord, tlm hfe bdotv, 

And all its fading, fleeting joys , 

’Tis a sliort space tliat ’s ^’d witli woe 
Wlucli all our bliss by far outweighs. 

When will the everlasting mom 
With dawmng bgbt the skies adorn ? 

Fitly tins life’s compared to nigbt, 

"When gloomy darlcness shades the sky , 

Just bkft the, morn’s onr glimmering light. 

Reflected from the Deity 
When will celestial mom dispel 
These dark surrounding shades of heU? 

I’m sick of this vexatious state, 

WQiere cares invade my peaceful hours 
Strike the last blow, 0 courteous fate, 

I’ll smihng fall like mowSd flowers ; 

I’ll gladly spurn this clogging clay, 

And, sweetly smging, soar away 

What s money but refined dust ? 

What’s honour but an empty name ? 

And what is soft enticmg lust, 

But a consunung idle flame 1 
Yea, what is all beneath the sky 
But emptmess and vamty 1 


JUSOIXWNEOUS POEMS 

Witli liioueaEd ills out life’s oppress’d. 
There’s notlung here ■^^orth livjug for 
111 the lone gra^ o I long to rest, 

And [to] be harass’d here no more, 

Where joy 's fantastic, gnef ’s sincere, 

And where there’s nought for which I care 

Thy word, 0 liord, shall bo my guide, 
Heaven, where Thou dwcllest, is my goal 
Tlirough comipt life grant I may glide 
With an untainted upward soul 
Then may this hfo, tins dreary night, 
Hispcllid be by morning light 


TO THE HEVEREND PATRICK MHRDOCH,* 

HECTOK OP STIIADISIIA.'LL, IN SUPPOLK. 

Thus safely low, myfnond, thou canst not fall 
Here reigns a deep tranquilhty o’er all , 

No noise, no care, no vanity, no stiife , 

Lien, woods, and fields, all bieatho untroubled hfe. 
Then keep each passion down, however dear , 

Trust me, the tender are the most severe, 

^ Guard, while ’tis thino, thy philosophic ease, 

And ask no joy but that of virtuons peace , 

That bids defiance to tbo storms of fate 
High bliss 13 only for a higher state 1 

* TIio friend nnd 'blogniplior of tbo PooU 
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EPITAPH ON MISS STANLEY, 

nr HOLYKOOD CITOBCH, SOOTHAMPIOJT 

E. S 

Ouce a lively image of human mature, 

Such as God made it 

When He pronounced every arork of His to be gooi 
To the memory of Eh2abeth Stanley, 
Daughter of George and Sarah Stanley , 

Who to all the beauty, modesty, 

And gentleness of nature, 

That ever adorned the most amiable woman, 
Jomed aU. the fortitude, elevation, 

And vigour of mind, 

That ever exalted the most heroical man , 

Who havmg lived the pnde and dehght of her 
parents, 

Ihe joy, the consolation, and pattenr of her friends, 
A mistress not only of the English and French, 
But m a high degree of the Greek and Eoman 
learmng, 

Without vanity or pedantry, 

At the age of eighteen. 

After a tedious, pamful, desperate illness, 
■Which, with a Eoman spint, 

And a Christian resignation. 

She endured so calmly, that she seemed msensiblo 
To all pam and suffermg, except that of her fnends, 
Gave up her innocent soul to her Creator, 


^ jQSomj^-*ir>ous roiLM's 

And left to her mother, who erected tliw monument, 
The memory of her ^njiuc^foi her grcatc'^t support, 
Tirtuca whicJi, ii\ lior sc\. and station of life, 
Were all that could ho praetjaed, 

And more than will ho hclieved, - 
Jl'icept hy those "who hnow i\hat this inscription 
relates 

<L 

Stanley, feat ! escaped tins mortal strife, 
Above the joj s, he} ond the -u oca of life, 

Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties shun, 

And sternly tiy thee with a year of pain , 

>7o more sucofc patience, feigning oft relief, 
highta thy sick eye, to cheat a parent’s grief, 

With tender art to save her anxious groan, 
h .0 more thy bosom jiresses down ita own , 

Now veil earn’d peace is thmo, and hliss Binccm * 
Onrs ho the Icmenf^ not unplcnamg tear > 

Ob, bom to bloom, then sink beneath tlic storm 
io shew us Virtue m her fairest form , 

To shew us artless reason’s moral rclgu, i 
W boastful science arrogates in vaui ; 

0 ohe^ent passions knowmg each their inrt , 
g It the head, and harmony the Jieaifc 1 
Yes, wo most follow soon, wdl glad obey, 

^ W suns have roE'd thoir cares avaiy, 

TOft ™a ur,_ ,„,I ^ 

mere de.H.,d.„aed*,o„a, .M l„rt ' 
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THOMoON’S poems. 


IG‘6 * 

To jom tlieo there, here with thy dust repose, 
Is all the hope thy hapless mother know-B. 


STANZAS 

Vt 

ViaXTEN BY THOMSON ON THE BI»ANK HEAT OP A COF5 l OP 
“seasons” sent by HU! TO MB LYTTELTON, BOON ATTKI. 
THE DEJtTH OP HIS WIPE. 

Go, little hook, and find onr fnend, 

"Who Natmo and the Muses loves, 
lYhose cares the pnbhc virtues blend 
With ab the soitness oi the groves. 

A fitter time thou canst not choose, 

His iostermg fneudsbip to repay , 

Go then, and try, my rural muse, 

To steal his widow’d horn’s away 


TO DR DE LA CODE,* IN IRELAND, 

ON HIS “ PEOSPECT OF POETBY ” 

Hail, gently warbling Do La Cour, whose fame,^ 
Spuming Hibernia’s solitary coast, 

Where small rewards attend the tuneful throng, 
Pervades Britannia’s well discerning isle , 

In spite of all the gloomy-minded tribe 

• Autlior ol “Tlio Piospocfc ofpootrr,” io., pubUsUctl in 1733 
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' That ■would eclipse thy fame, still shall the muse, 
High, soaring o’er the tall Parnassian mount, 

"With spreading pmions, sing thy wondrous praise, 

In strams attuned to the seraphic Isrre 

Sing unappaU’d, though mighty be the theme ! 

Oh 1 could she m thy oivn harmonious strain, 

Where softest numbers smoothly flowing ghde 
In trickling cadence , where the milky maze 

‘ Devolves m silence , by the harsher sound 
Of hoarser penods stiU unruffled, could 
Her hncs but hke thine o-wn Euphrates flow— 

Then might she sing m numbers worthy thee 
But what can language do, when fancy finds 
Herself unequal to the lovely task 1 
Can feeble words thy vivid colours paint. 

Or shew the sweets which meshaustive flow ? 

, Hearken, ye woods, and long-resoundmg groves , 
Iflsten, ye streams, soft purhng through the meads , 
And hymmng homd, all ye tempests, roar. 

Awake, ye woodlands I sing, ye warbhng larks, 

In wildly luscious notes 1 But most of all. 

Attend, ye grateful fair, attend the youth 
Who sweetly smgs of nature and of you , 

From you alone his conscious breast expects 
Its soft rewards, by sordid love of gam 
Hnbiass’d, undebased , to meaner mmds 
Belong such narrow vie-ws , his nobler soul. 
Transported with a generous thirst of fame, 
Sublimely rises with expanded 'wmgs, 

And through the lucid empyrean soars. 




ctomsok's poiais. 






^ iji'i 

'ji-t 


- t 


.i 




So tlie yoang eagle wings its rapid way ^ r ^'H 

Throngh heaven’s broad azore; sometimes bpringi^aloTljl j| 
Nov? drops, now deavcs with ovon-waving wings 
The yielding air, nor sens nor mountains stop 
Its flight impetnons, gazing at tho sun 
With irretorted eye, whilst he pervades 
A trackless void, and unexplored bclore. 

Long hod the cunous traveller strove to find 
Tho rums of aspuang Babylon — 

In vain— for naught the nicest eye could trace 
Save one wide, natery, nndistmgoiJBh’d waste ; 

Bat you with more than, magic art have raised 
SenuramiB^s city from its grave ; 

You have reversed the Scripture curse, wliich saidj 
Dragons shall hero inherit , in your page 
We view the lismg spires , the huraed oyo 
Distracted wanders through the verdant maze; 
lu middle aar tho pendant gardens hang, 

Tremendous ceiling I — whilst no solar beam 
Falls on the lengthen’d gloom beneath , tlic woods 
* Project above a steep alluring shade , 

The finish’d garden opens to the view 
Wide-stretclung vistas, while the whispering wind 
Dimples along the breezy ruffled lake. 

Now every tree irregnlar and bush 
Are prodigal of harmony , the birds 
Frequent the aerial wood, and nature blushes, ' 
Ashamed to find herself outdone by art , 

These and a thousand beauties could I sing, 
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miSCELLAlJEOUS POJ-JIS 

Aom yonder nuD^leel wiJderuess of fioTvejs 
The aromatic sweets j while you, great youth ! 

O’er thy decaying country chief preside , 

Be thou her gemus call’d, inspire hei youtJi 
With noble emulation to amve 
At Hehcon’s fair font, which few, alas ! 

Save you, have tasted of Hibernian youth 
Thy country, though corrupted, brouglit thee forth. 
And deem’d her greatest ornament , and now 
Eegards thee as her brightest northern star 
Long may you reign as Such , and should grim Time 
With iron teeth, depnvo us oi our Pope, 

Then we ’ll transplant thy blooming laurels fresh 
From your bleak shore to Albion’s hajipier coas^ 




PASTORALS. 



PASTORAL BETWIXT DAVID, .THIRSLS, AND 
THE ANGEL GABRIEL, UPON THE BIRTH OF 
OUR SAVIOUR 

DAVID 

Wliflt means yon apparition m the sky, 

Tlursis, that dazzles every shepherd’s eye? 

I slumbering was when from yon glorious cloud 
Came glidmg music, heavenly, sweet, and loud, 

With sacred raptures which my bosom fires. 

And with celestial joy my soul mspires , 

It soothes the native horrors of the night. 

And gladdens nature more than dawning light. 

THmsis 

But hold, see hither through the yioldmg air. 

An angel comes for mighty news prepare, 

AlfGEL GADlUEL. 


Rejoice, ye swains, anticipate the morn 
With songs of praisBj for lo ! a Saviour ’s bom. 


thom'^qn’s roFJis. 

Witlijoyfnl haste to Bethleliom repair. 

And you -will fmd ilie Almistity infant tliero , 
Wrapp’d xn a Biraddlxng-band yoa’Jl find jour King. 
And in a manser l.ud , to Him } our praises brxng 

CEdrus or ajkgcis. 

To God avlio xn the highest duclis, 
Immortal glory he , 

Let pcaco be xn the humble cells 
Of Adam’s progeny 


TiAXlO 

Ho more the year Bhnll -wintry horrors bnng , 
Fofd in the mdulgcnce of eternal spring, 
Immortal green shall clothe the hills and vales, 
And odorous sweets shall load the balmy gales , 
The silver brdoks shall in soft murmurs tell 
Tliejoy that shall their oozy channels swell 
Feed on, my flocks, and crop the tender gmss. 
Let blooming joy appear on every face , 

For lo I this blessed, tins propitious mom. 

The Saviour of lost mankind is bom, 

THIESIS 

Thou fairest mom that ever sprang from night, 
Or deck’d the opening skies with rosy hght, 
WeE mayst thou shine with a distmgiush’d ray. 
Since here Emmanuel condescends to stay , 

Our fears, our guilt, our darkness to dispel, 

And save ns from the horrid jaws of hell , 
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from Hia tluoiie descendcdj matchless love I 
To guide poor mortals to bless’d seats above 
But como 'Without delay, let us be gone, 
Shepherd, let ’s go, and humbly lass the Son. 


A PASTORAL BETWEEN THIRSIS AND CORYDON | 

UPON THE DEATH OF DjUCON, BY WHOM IS MEAHT 
irU'W EIDDEEL, 

THiESIS. I 

Sat, teU me true, what is the doleful cause 
That Corydon is not the man he was ? 

Tour cheerful presence used to hghteu cares, 

And from the plams to banish gloomy fears 
Whene’er unto the circling swains you sung, 

Oar ravish’d souls upon the music hung , 

The gazing, hstemng flocks forgot their meat. 

While vocal grottos did your lays repeat 
But now your gravity our nmth rebukes, 

And in your downcast and despondmg looks 
Appears some fatal and impending woe , 

I fear to ask, and yet desire to know 

COETDON 

The doleful news, how shall I, Thirsis, toll 1 
In bloo min g youth the hapless Damon fell 
He ’s dead, ho ’s dead, and -with him all my joy , 

Tlie moumfnl thouglit does all gay foims dcstroi 
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OHOHSON’S rOEMS 

This 13 the cause of my unusual grief, 
lYhich sullenly admits of no rehef. 

THIESIB 

Begone aU mirth ! begone all sports and play, 
To a deluge of grief and tears give vray 
Damon the 3ust, the generous, and the young, 
Must Damon’s worth and ment be unsung? 

No, Corydon, the wondrous youth you knew 
How as m years so ho in virtue grew , 

Embalm his fame m never-dymg verse, 

As a just tribute to his doleful hearse 

COBVDOlT 

Assist me, mighty gnef, my breast inspire 
With generous heats, and with thy wildest fire. 
While m a solemn and a mournful strain, 

Of Damon gone for ever I complain 
Yo muses, weep , your mirth and songs forbear. 
And for him sigh and shed a fnendly tear , 

He was your favourite, and by your aid 
In chamung verso his witty thoughts an-ay’d , 
He had of knowledge, learmng, wit, a store, 

To it demed he still press’d after more 
He was a pious aud a virtuous soul. 

And stdl press’d forward to the heavenly goal , 
He was a faithful, true, aud constant fneud, 
Faithful, and true, aud constant to the cncL 
Ye flowers, hang down and droop your heads, 
No more around your grateful odours spread 
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Ye leafy trees, your bloomiog honours shed, 
Damon for over from your shade js fled. 

Fled to the mansions of eternal hght, 

Where endless u onders strike his happy sight 
Ye birds, be miit<^ as througli the trees you fly, 
Mute as the grave ivherem my fnend does he 
Ye wnds, breathe sighs as througli the air ye rove, 
And in sad pomp the trembhng branches move. 

Ye ghdmg brooks, oh, weep your channels diy, 

My floinng tears them fully shall supply. 

You in soft murmurs may your gnef eiqiress, 

And yours, you swams, in motmiful songs confess, 

I to some dark and gloomy shade will fly, 

Dark as the grave wherein jny fnend does he. 

And for his death to lonely locks complnm, 

In mournful accents and a dymg strain. 

While pmmg echo answers me ogam. 


A PASTOEAL ENTERTAINMENT 


While m heroic numbers some relate 
The amazing turns of wise eternal fate , 
Exploits of heroes m the dusty field, 

That to their name immortal honour yield , 
Grant me, ye powers, fast by the limpid spung 
The harmless revels of the plain to sing 
At n rich feast, kept each revolving year, 

Their fleecy care when joj ful shepherds shear. 


TnOMSON’s POEMS 

A wcntli of flowers cnll’d from tlio neiglibonrius lands , 
Is all tlic prize my Immblo muse demands ' 

Now blitliesomc sbcplieids, by tlie early dawn, 

Tlieir new shorn flocks drive to the dewy lawn , 

While, m a bleating laugnage, cacli salntes 
The welcome morning and tlicir fellow brutes , 

Then all prepared for the niral feast, 

And in their finest Sunday habits drest , 

The crystal brook supplied the mirror’s place, 
they bathed and view’d their cleanly face, 
and njTuphs resorted to the fields 
pomp the country jnelds 
The place appomted was a spacious vale, 

Fann’d always by a cooling western gale, 

Which m soft breezes through the meadows stray, 

And steal the ripen’d fragrances aivay , 

With native mcense all the air perfumes, 

Renewmg with its genial breath the blooms , 

Here every shepherd might his flocks survey, 

Securely roam, and take his harmless play , 

Aud here were flowers each shepherdess to grace, 

On her fair bosom courtmg but a place 
Hero m this vale, beneath a grateful shade. 

By twinmg boughs of spreading beeches made, 

On seats of homely turf themselves they rest 
And cheerfully enjoy’d their rural feast, 

Consisting of the produce of the fields. 

And all the luxuiy the country yields 
No maddenmg hquors spoil’d their harmless 
mirth 
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But an untainted spring their tbnet allay’d, 
Which in meanders through the valley stray’d. 
Thnce happy swains, who spend your golden days 
In country pastime , and when mght displays 
Her sable shade, to peaceful huts retire, 

Can any man a sweeter bbss desure ? 

In ancient times so pass’d the smiling honr 
When our first parents hved in Eden’s bowei, 

Ere care and trouble were pronounced on 
Oi sin had blasted the creation’s bio 


akanda. 


TO LOVE. 

Sweet tyrant Love, — but lioar me now 1 
And cure nlixle young Uus pleasing- smart. 
Or ratlier aid my trembling ’v ow , 

And teacb mo to revcid my bearU 


Toll her, wLose goodness os my banc, 
Whose looks baA e smiled my peace away 
Ob 1 -wbisper bow sbo gives me pain, 
Whilst nndcsigmng, frank, and gay 

Tis not for common charms I sigh, 

For what the vulgar beauty call , 

’Tis not a cheelc, a bp, an eye. 

But ’tis the soul that bgbts them all 1 

For\]nt I drop the tender teai, 

For that I malce this artless moan ; ‘ 
Ob I sigh it. Love I into her car, 

And make^e bashful lover Icnown. 




AMANDA. 


TO AMAjSDA, 


CoiiE, dear Auianda, qiufc tlie toirn, 
And to tlie rural hamlets fly , 
Behold ! the mntry storms are gone , 
A gentle radiance glads the sky 


The birds awake, the flowers appear. 

Earth spreads a verdant couch for thee , 
’Tis joy and music all we hear, 

’Tis love and beauty all we see 


Come, let us mark the gradual spnng, 
How peeps the bud, the blossombloi^s 
T511 Plulomcl begns to smg, 

And perfect May to swell the ros& 


E’en so thy nsmg charms improve, 

As life’s warm season grows more bnght. 
And, opemug to the sighs of love, 

Thy beauties glow mth full dehghfc 


TO THE SAME. 


XJjrLLSS with my Amanda bless’d, 

In vam I twme the woodbme bdwer, 
Unless to deck her sweeter breast, 

Tn vnn I rear the breathing flov,or 


Thomson’s pokms 


Awaken’d by the gcmal year, 

In vain the birds around mo sing , 
In vain the freshening fields appear 
Without my love there is no Spring 


VERSES ADDRESSED TO AlIANDA 

Ah, urged too late 1 from beauty’s bondage fret, 
Why did I trust my liberty with thee % 

And thou, why didst thou, with mhuman art, 

D not resol\cd to take, seduce my heart 1 
Yes, yes, you said, for lovers’ eyes speak true , 
You must have seen how fast my passion grew 
And, when your glances chanced on mo to shine 
How my fond soul ecstatic sprung to thine ! 

But mark me, fair one — what I noiv declare 
Thy deep attention claims and scrioua care 
It IS no common passion fires my breast , 

I must be wretched, or I must-be bless d 1 
My woes all other remedy deny , 

Or pitymg, give me hope, or bid me die ' 


TO THE SAME, 

WITH A COPT OF “THE SEASONH ’ 

Acoept, loved Nymph, this tnbute due 
To tender friendship, love, and j ou 


AMASDi. 

But mth It tftkc A\Lat breatlied the whole, 
Oh, take to thine the poet’s souL 
If Fancy here her power displays, 

And if a heart eialts these lays — 

You, fairest, in that fancy shine. 

And all that heart is fondly thine. 


TO FORTUKE. 

Foe ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love, 

And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Como in between, and bid us part , 

Bid us sigh on from day to day, 

And wish, and wish the soul away, 
Tdl youth and genial years are flown. 
And all the love of hfe is gone ? 


But busy, busy stdl art thou. 

To bind the loveless, joyless vow. 

The heart from pleasure to delude, 

And jom the gentle to the rude. 

For pomp, and noise, and senseless show, 
To make us Nature’s joys forego, 

Beneath a gay dominion groan. 

And put the golden fetter on I 



THOMSON’S POE5IS 


For once, 0 Forbune, hear my prayer, 
And I absolve thy futnre care, 

All other blessings I resign. 

Make but the dear Amanda mina 


COAIE, GENTLE GOD 

Come, gentle God of soft desire, 

Come and possess my happy breast, 

Not fury-like m flames and fire. 

Or frantic folly’s mldness dress’d , 

But come m fnendship’s angel-gmse , 

Yet dearer thou than fnondship art. 
More tender spirit m tby eyes. 

More sweet emotions at thy heart 

Oh, come ivith goodness m thy tram. 
With peace and pleasure void of storm, 
And wouldst thou me for ever gam, 

Put on Amanda’s vanning form 



SONG« 


A NUPHAL SON« 

Come, gentio Venus ! and assimgf 
A wamijg world, a bleeding age. 

For nature lives beneath thy ray, 
The wintry tempests haste away, 

A lucid calm invests the sea, 

Thy native deep is full of thee, 

The flowering earth whore’ei you fly, 
Is all o’er spnng, aU sun the sky, 

A genial spirit warms the breeze. 
Unseen among the blooming trees. 
The featlier’d lovers tune their thioat, 
The desert growls a soften’d note. 
Glad o’er the meads the cattle bound, 
And love and harmony go roimd 
But chief into the human lieai t 
You strike the dear dehcious dart , 
Ton teach us plcasmg pangs to know, 
To languish in luicunous woo. 

To feel the generous passions nsc, 
Grow good by gazing, mild by sighs , 


THOMSON’S POEMS 

Eacli liappy moment to improve, 

And fill tlie perfect year vritli love. 

Come, tlion deliglit of heaven and eaiLh' 
To whom all creatures owe their hirth , 

Oh, come, sweet snnhng 1 tender, come 1 
And yet prevent our final doom 
For long the furious god of war 
Has crudi’d us with his iron car, 

Has raged along our rum’d plains. 

Has soil’d them with his cruel stams, 

Has sunk our youth m endless sleep, 

And made the widow’d virgm weep 
Now let lum feel thy wonted charms, 

Oh, take him to thy twuung arms 1 
And, while thy bosom heaves on his. 
While deep he prmts the humid kiss, 

Ah, then 1 his stormy heart control. 

And sigh thyself mto his souL 


TO HER I LOYBL 

Tell me, thou soul of her I love. 

Ah 1 tell me, whither art thou fled. 

To what dehghtful world above, 
Appomted for the happy dead ? 

Or dost thou, free, at pleasure, roam, 
And sometimes share thy lover’s woe , 
Where, void of thee, his cheerless home 
Can now, alas ! no comfort know 1 


SONGS 

Oh ! if thou hovor’st round my wallv. 
While, under evorj^ well known tree, 
I to thy fancied shadow talk, 

And every tear is full of thee , 

Should then the weary eye of grief. 
Beside some s}Tnpathetic stream. 

In slumber find a short relief, 

Oh, visit thou my soothing dream ' 


TO THE GOD OE FOND DFSIRK 

Onn day the Gkid of fond desire. 

On mischief bent, to Damon said, 

“ Why not disclose your tender fire, 

Not own it to the lovely maid ? ” 


'The shepherd mark'd his treacheious art, 
And, softly sighing, thus rephcd 
“ ’Tis true, you have subdued my heart. 
But shall not triumph o’er my pnde. 

“ The slave in private only bears 
Your bondage, who his love conceals ; 
But when his passion he declares. 

You drag him at your chariot-wheels ’ 


thohsok’s pousis 


THE LOYER’S FATE 

hard is tlio fate of him who loves, 

Yet dfties not tell Ins trembhng pain, 

Bat to the sympathetic groves, 

But to the lonely listenmg plain 

Oh ! when she blesses next yonr shade, 

Oh 1 when her footsteps next are seen 
In flowery tracts along the mead, 
in fresher mazes o’er the green , 

Ye gentle spirits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of love are dear. 

From dying hhes waft a gale, 

And sigh my sorrows m her ear 

Oh ' tell her what she cannot blame, 
Chough fear my tongue must ever bmd , 
Oh, teU her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her spotless soul, refinei 

Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaster tenderness his caie, 

Hot purer her own wishes nse, 

Hot lioher her own sighs m prayer 

But if, at first, her virgin fear 
Should start at love’s suspected name, 
With that of fnendship soothe her ear — 
True love and friendship are the same. 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE 

0 NiGiiimGALE, best poet of the grove, 

That plaintive strain can ne’er belong to thee, 
Bless’d in the full possession of thy love 
Oh, lend that strain, sweet Nightingale, to me I 

'Tis muic, alnsJ to mourn a iTTetched fate 
I love a maid who all my bosom charms. 

Yet lose my days without this lovely mate , 

Inhuman fortune keeps her Horn my arms 

You happy birds < by nature’s simple laws 
Lead vour soft lives, sustain’d by nature’s fare , 

You dwell wherever lovmg fancy draws, 

And love and song is all your pleasmg care 

Cut we, vain slaves of interest and of pride. 

Dare not bo bless’d, lest envious tongues should 
blame , 

And hence, in van I languish for my bride ! 

Oh, mouin -with me, sweet bird, my hapless flame 


TO MYEA. 

0 THOU, whoso tender, senous eyes 
Expiessive speak the mind I love , 
The gentle azure of the skies. 

The pensive shadows of the grove. 
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aHOJISOy'S POEMS 


01), mix their beauteous beams ivitb mine, 

And let us mtercliange our hearts , 

Let all their sweetness on me shme, 

Pourd through my soul be all their darts 

Ah I ’tis too much ! I cannot bear 
At once so soft, so keen a ray 
[n pity then, my lovely fair, 

Oh, turn those killmg eyes away ! 

But what avails it to conceal 
One charm, where naught but charms T seo 1 
Them lustre then agam reveal, 

And let me, Myra, die of thee ’ 


SONG 

When’ bloommg spnng 

Arrays the laughing fields in green, 

Then flowers in open air are seen, 

And warbhng birds are heard to sing, 
Almighty love 
Doth sweetly move 
[ All nature through 

I Then teU me, Chloo, why are you 

j Averse thereto , 

When bloommg charms 
Invite your lover’s circhng arms ? 
Oh, he no longer coy 
• , to love and share of loy 

■r- 


soms IN TIIK MASQUE OE ALFRED. 


TO PEACR 

0 PEACE 1 tbo fairest cliild of Heaven, 

To wliom tlio sylvan reign vras given, 

The vale, the fountain, and tbo grove, 

With eveiy softer scene of Jove 
Bctnm, sweet Peace t and cheer the weeping swain ! 
Return, intb Ease and Pleasure in thy tram 


TO ALFRED 
FinsT srauT. 

HeAE, Alfred, father of the state, 

Thy genius Heaven’s liigli will declare ' 
\ybnt proves tbo boro trnly groat, 

Is never, never to despair 
Is never to despair 

SECOND SPIRIT 

Tby bopo awake, tby heart expand, 

Witb all its vigour, all its fires 
Arise 1 and save a sinking land I 
Tby country calls, and Heaven inspires. 

DOTH SPIRITS. 

Enrtb calls, and Heaven inspires. 


THOMSON S POEMS. 

SWEET VALLEY, SAY 

Sweet valley, say, wliere, peiisrve lying, 

For me, our cluldren, England, siglimg, 

The best of mortals leans bis bead. 

Ye fountains, dimpled by iny sorrow, 

Ye brooks that my complaimngs borrow, 

Ob, lead me to bis lonely bed , 

Or if my lover, 

Deep woods, yon cover, •- 
Ab, wbisper where your shadows o’er turn spie.vd. 

’Tis not the loss of pomp and pleasure, 

Of empire or of tinsel treasure. 

That drops this tear, that swells this groan 
No , from a nobler cause proceedmg, 

A heart with love and fondness bleednig, 

I breathe my sadly pleasing moan, 

With otbei angiusb, 

I scorn to languish, 

i or love will feel no sonon s but bis omi. 


FTtOM THOSE ETERNAL REGIONS. 

Feom those eternal regions bright, 

W here suns, that never set m mght 
Difiuse the golden day , 

Whue Spriug, unfading, pours around. 


SOifGS IN TUL JIUSQUE 01 ALlJiU) 

O'er all the deT\ -impcarl’d grouad, 

Her thoiis.iud colours gay j 
Oh, 'svliether on the fonntam’s howery Bide, 
Whence living Waters ghde, 

Or in the fragrant grove, 

Wliose shade embosoms peace and love, 

New pleasures all our hours emiiloy. 

And i-avish eveiy sense mth every joy ' 
Great heirs of empire ! yet unborn, 

Tllo shall this island late adoin , 

A monarch’s drooping thought to chcei, 
Appeal I appear! appear! 


CONMTMENT 

If those who Jive in shepherd’s bower 
Press not the nch and stately bed , 
The now-mown hay and breathing flow or 
A softer couch beneath them spread. 

If those who sit at shepherd’s board, 
Soothe not their taste by wanton art, 
They talce what Nature’s gifts nfiord, 

And take ft with a cheerful heait. 

If those who dram the shepherd’s bowl. 
No high and sparldmg wines can boast, 
With wholesome cups they cheer the soul. 
And crown them with the village toast 


Thomson’s poejis 

If those who 30in in shepherd’s sport. 
Gay dancing on the daisied ground, 
Have not the splendour of a court , 
Yet love adorns the merry round 


IHJLE, BMTANIHAI* 

WITH VAHIATIONS 

When Britain first, at Heaven’s command, 

Arose from out the az ure mom . 

Tlus was the charter of the land, 

And guardian angels sung this strain 
“Eule, Bntannia, rule the waves , 

Bntons never will he slaves ” 

rhe nations, not so hless’d as thee, 

Must, m their turns, to tyrants fall , 

While thou shalt flourish great and free, 

Tlie dread and envy of them all 
“Rule,'” &C 

Still more majestic shalt thou rise. 

More dreadful from each foreign stroke , 

As the loud blast that tears the skies 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

“Rule,” &a 

• "Sir Bolton Comoy nscrib»3 Utile, Entanma, ‘on no sliglit eriaonco, to 
Wallet, On n point of so tnueb interest, the evidence Bbould ossarcdly hnve 
boon stated Sir H. Vicolass iTtnoir L Iwvil 


SONGS IN TIIE MASciUE Oi’ ALFRED 

Tliee liauglity tyrants ne’er shall tamo , 
All their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouse thy generous flame, 

But woik their woe, and thy renomj 
“ Buie,” (fee 

To'theo belongs the rural reign , 

Thy cities shall ivith commerce shme , 
AH tluuo shall be the subject mam , 

And every shoie it cucles thine. 
“Rule,” ikc. 


The Muses, still with freedom found. 

Shall to thy happy coast repair , 

Bless’d isle I with matchless beauty crown’d 
And manly hearts to guard the fair^ 
•‘Rule, Bntannia, rule the wares, 
Britons never wtII be slaves.” 


PEOLOGUES ASD EPILOGUES. 


EPILOGUE TO “AGAMEMNON”" 

Ouiv haul, to modern epilogue a foe, 

Thinks such mean mirth but deadens generous woe 
Dispels m idle air the moral sigh, 

And Avipes the tender tear from Pity’s eye 
No more with social warmth the bosom burns ^ 

But all the unfeehng selfish man returns 
Thus he began —And you approved the stnun , 
Till the next couplet sunk to bght and vain 
You check’d him there. — ^To you, to reason just, 

He owns he triumph’d in your kind disgust 
Charm’d by your frown, by your displeasure graced 
He hails the nsmg virtue of your taste. 

Wide NviU. its influence spread as soon as known, 
Truth, to be loved, needs only to be shewm. 

Confirm it, once, the fashion to be good, 

(Smee fashion leads the fool, and awes the rude,) 
No petulance shall wound the public ear , 

No hand applaud wliat honour shuns to hear , 

No painful blush the modest cheek shall stain , 
The worthy breast shall heave ivith no disdam 

* ProGucod at Unity Tano, Ctb April 17SS 


ritOIOGUES AND mtOGUIS 

Oliastised to decency, the British stage 
Shall oft invite the fair, invite the sage . 

Both shall attend lyeU pleased, ivell pleased dep irt , 
Or if they doom the verse, absolve the heart. 


PROLOGUE TO MALLEUS “MUSTAPHA.”^ 

Singe Athens first began to draw mankind, 

To picture life, and shew the impassion’d mind , 
Tlie tinly wise have ever deem’d the stage 
The moral school of eacli enbghten’d age. 

Theie, m full pomp, the Tragic Muse appears. 
Queen of soft sorrows, and of nseful fears 
Eamt IS the lesson reason’s rules impart. 

She pours it strong, and instant through the heart 
If virtue IS her theme, we sudden glow 
With generous flame , and what we feel, we grow 
If vice she paints, mdiguant passions nse , 

The viHaiu sees him self with loathing eyes. 

His soul starts, conscious, at another’s groan, 

And the pale tyrant tiombles on his tlirouc 
To-night, our meaning scone attempts to alien 
What fell events from dark suspicion flow. 

Chief when it taints a lawless monarch’s mind, 

To the false herd of flattering slaves confincfi 
The soul smks gradual to so dire a state. 

E’en excellence but seiwcs to feed its hate, 

To hate remorseless cruelty succeeds. 

And every worth, and every virtue bleeds, 

♦ Prodticod at Dniry ICth Folinmry 


Thomson’s topms 

Behold, our author at your bar appears, 

His modest hopes depress'd by conscious fears. 
Baults he has many— but to balance those, 

His verse vnth heart-felt love of virtue glows 
All shghter errors let indulgence spare, 

And be his equal tnal full and fair 
For this best Bntish pnvdego we call, 

'Plien— as he ments, let him stand or fall 


PROLOGUE TO “TAHCRED AND SIGISiHINDA ” ' 

Bom 13 the man ' who, in this mcer age, 

Presumes to tread the chaste corrected stage 
Now, with gay tinsel arts, we can no more 
Conceal the want of Nature’s sterhng ore 
Our spells are vanish’d, broke our magic wand, 

That used to waft you over sea and lamL 
Before your hght the fairy people fade. 

The demons fly — the ghost itself is laid. 

In vam of martial scenes the loud alarms. 

The mighty prompter thundermg out to arms, 

The playhouse posse clattenng from afar, 

The dose-wedged battle, and the dm of war 
Now, even the senate seldom we convene , 

I The yawmng fathers nod behmd the scene. 

Your taste rejects the ghttermg false sublime, 

To sigh m metaphor, and die in rhyme 
High rant is tumbled from his gallery throne , 
Description dreams— nay, similes are gone 

• Prodxicca at Drurr Lauc, IStli Marcli 174G 


I'J OLOOUI-S J I’JLObUJS 

Wilt slmil ive tlicii ? to pIcT'^o you liow dovjse,^ 
Wioso judg’onjcnt sila not in your ears and eyes ? 
'llincc Jiapp}d confd a\o catch great Shakespeare's arl 
To trace the deep recesses of tJio heart , 

Ills Biiiijjlc plain subliincy to winch is given 
To strike the soul with darted flame from heaven , 
Could we awake soft Otwaj's tender woe, 

The i>nmp of aorso nid golden lines of tlowe 

^\ c to joui hc.irt3 ajiply, lot them attend, 

Before their silent, candid bar we bend. 

If warm’d, thej listen, 'tis our noblest praise. 

If cold, they withoi all the muse’s bn 3 s 


jmWOUE TO "TANCIIED AND SIGISMUNDA" 

Ckamm’d to tile thioat with wholesomo moral stuff, 

Alas I poor audience 1 you have had enough 
Was over hapless heroine of a play 
In such a pitcons pbght as ours tu-day ? 

Was over woman so by love betray d ? 

Sfatch'd wuth tw o husbands, aud j^et- -die a jnnid 
But bless ino ' — hold — ^^Vhat sounds are these I he u I — 

I see the Tragic Muse herself appear 

'Jlic had^ scene opens, and dtscovei s a t omanHc sylvan land- 
scape, from wlitdi Mrs GMer, i» Ote duiracter of tin Tra 
fjtc Muse, advances sloxcly to music, mdspea'LstliefoUovnng 
lines 

Ttcnco a\ath your flippant c]uh)gne, tliat tues 2 1 
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THOMBOK’S rOEMS 


To -wipe the viituous tear from British eyes , 

That dares my moral, tragic scene profane, 

With strains— at best, unsvuting, hght and vain 
Hence from the pnie tmsiilhed beams that play 
In yon fair eyes ■where virtue shmes — Away ! 

Bntons, to you from chaste Castalian groves, 
Where dwell the tender, oft unhappy loves 1 
Where shades of herbes roam, each mightj’’ name. 
And conrt my aid to nse again to fame , 

To yon I come, to freedom’s noblest seat, 

And in Britannia fix my last retreat 
In Greece and Home, I watch’d the public ncal. 
The purple tyrant trembled at my steel , 

Hot did I less o’er private sorrows reign, 

And mend the meltmg heart with solter pain 
On Trance and yon then rose my brightening star, 
With social ray— the arts are ne’er at war 
Oh, as your fire and genius stronger blaze, 

As yours are generous Treedom’s holder lays. 

Let not the Qalhc taste leave yours behmd, 
in decent manners and m hfe refined j 
Banish the motley mode to tag low verse, 

The laughing haUad to the momTiful hearse. 

When through five acts your heaits have learnt to 
Touch’d with the sacred force of honest woe , 

Oh, keep the dear impression on your breast, 

Nor idly lose it for a wretched ^est. 
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